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DJ^DWATlON 
TO ALICE SWINBURNE 


I 

Ttas love that comes andl goes like wind or fire 
Hath words and wings wherewith to speak and flee. 
But love more deep than) passion’s deep desire, 

Clear and inviolable asj the unsounded sea, 

What wings of words i^ay serve to set it free, 
t'o lift and lead it homew^ard ? Time and death 
Are less than love or m^’s live spirit saith 
Palsci when he deems hi|fs life is more than breath. 


n 

No words may utter love no sovereign song 
Speak all it would for Ic >ve’s sake. Yet would I 
Fain cast in moulded rhyr (les that do me wronjg: 
Some little part of all n ly love : but why 
Should weak and wingt ess words be fain to fly ? 
For us tile years that live not are not dead : 

Fast ^ys and present in c »ur hearts are wed : 

My song can say no more^ than love hath said 

BS 



4 


pntntAinoH 


m 

Love needs nor song nor spe |ech to say what love 
Would speak or sing, ire speech and song ooi 
weak « i 

To bear the sense>belated soi above 
And bid the lips of silence I ireathe and spealc. 

Nor power nor will has lov ^e to find or seek 
Words indisco verable, ampk t strains of song 
Than ever hailed him fair or ^showed him strong : 

And less than these should di j him worse than wrong. 

IV 

We who remember not a daj| wherein 
We have not loved each oti her, — who can see 
No time, since time bade firsr our days begin, 

Within the sweep of memc!»ry’s wings, when we 
Have known not what eaci i other's love must be,— 
We are well content to knowr it, and rest on this, 
And call not words to witnesU that it is. 

To love aloud is ott to love arniss. 


But if the gracious witness t 
Take not from speechless 
That binds it round with sil 
Its heart with memories f 
Let love take courage for 
ToJpeak and be rebuked na 
Wnose utterance, ere ibe uJ 
Rebukes itself, and craves a 


[^orne of words 
^ love the secret grace 
•ence, and engirds 
Uir as heaven's own facej; 
id little space 
X of the soul, 
iwitting speech be whJte* 
^gain control. ^ 





A ninefold garlaod wrou 
Wound each with eacl 
Here at your feet I lay a 
Whereof the holiest lo 
With faint strange hi 
I xtnd scored : 

The fable-flowering tand 
Hath dreams for stars, s 
Perchance no flower tber 


g;ht of ^ong-flowers nine 
I in ditoce-inwoven accord 
s on a shrine 

ve that lives is lord. j 

tes their leaves are freaked 

wherein they grew 

iid grey romance for dew . 

ice plucked may flower anew. 


VII 

No part have these wan; legends in the sun 
Whose glory lightens < areece and gleams on Rome. 
Their elders live : but th ese — their day is done. 

Their records written ! of the wind in foam 
, Fly down the wind, an d darkness takes them home. 
What Homer saw, and ^ /irgil dreamed, was truth. 
And dies not, being divi| ne : but whence, in sooth, 
Might shades that never lived win deathless youth ? 


vin 

The fields of fable, by th e feet of faith 
Untrodden, bloom not where such deep mist drives. 
Dead fancy's ghost, not living fancy's wraith, 

Is now the storied tor row that survives 
Faith in the record of ^ these Mfetoss lives. 

Vet Milton’s sacred feet | have lingered there, u 
lips have made augv si the fabulous air, ^ 
His nands have toijched and left the wild weeds lair- 
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*!! 

So, }n some void and thoi^ at*untramraoUed hofor. 
Let these find grace, my i„ your ^ght, 

Whose glance but cast on c things hath power 
To do the sun’s work, b»fl ^jj |,fjg|,t 
With comfort given of loi 
Were all the world of song_ 

The best were yours of ^ that live ; 

Though least of all be this n forgive. 

Jtdf 1887 . 




Madan« sm to Locrin b and Gurndolbn. 

Dbbon, Lord Chamberl atn 

Guknpoi bn, Queen of Britain^ cousin and wife to 
Locrinb 

Estrii d, a German pn ncess^ widow of the Stythian 
Humber. 

Sabrina, daughtes to 1 .ocrinb and Estrzld. 
Seenel Briiain. 




^CT I 

ScENB I. Troynmumt. A Room tn the Palace 
Enter GucntIolbn and Madan 

GUKNDOLBN 

Child, hast thou looked ’upon thy ^randsire dead? 
MADAM 

Ay. 


GUl^NDOLBN 

Then thou sawest c^ur Britain’s heart and head 
Death^stricken Seeme.d not there my sire to thee 
More great than thine, c )r ail men living ? We 
Stand shadows of the fajthers we survive : 


Earth bears no more noi 


ir sees such births alive 


Why, be was great of tmi 
Yet seems my sire to mm 
Th^ kiogUer and the kfiidlier 


BlfAPAN 


lews — and wise, thou ^y’st 
the fairer-faced — 



to 


LOdUNH 


CKntHDObBN 


Yea, his ^es 

Are liker seas that fee! the siimmering' skies 
In concord of sweet colour — and his brow 
Shines gentler than my fathers ever : thou, 
So seeing, dost well to hold fhy sire so dear. 


I said not that his love sat yet so near 
My heart as thine doth ratlner am I thine, 

Thou knowest, than his. / 

GUENDOjLEN 

' Na y — rather seems Loerine 

Thy sire than I thy mother. 


MADAiN 


Wherefore ? 


GUENDOJLEN 


Because of all our sires who fought for Troy 
Most like thy father and my lord Loertne, 

I think, was Paris. 


MADA N 


t Mow may man divine 

Thy meaning ? Blunt am , thou knowest, of wit i V 
And scarce yet man>— men tjall me. " 





tiamm 


<1 


Ask oot it. 

I meaot not thou shouldst uodcrstand-^I spake 
As one that sighs, to ease her heart of ache, 

And would not clothe in words her cause for sighs— 
Her naked cause of sorrow. 


MADAN 

Wert thou wise, 

Mother, thy tongue hack chosen of two things one— 
Silence, or speech. 


OUENDOLEN 


Spleech had Lchosen, my son, 

I had wronged thee perchance I have wronged 

thine ears 

Too far, to say so mucl||i. 


MADAN 


Nay, these are tears 

That gather toward Ihj^ne eyelids now. Thou hast 
broken 

Silence — if now thy spe«^ch die down unspoken, 

Thou dost me wrong indeed — but more than mine 
The wrong thou dost tlnyself is. 


GUI] 


lENDOLEN 


^ And Locrine* 

Were not thy sire wrodjged likewise of me ? 



i^Rms 




MACAW 


Vea. ' 


GUBNDoj.EN 

Yet* I may choose yet — nothing will I say 
More* 


Choose, and have thy |choice ; it galls not me. 


GUENDOUN 


Son, son ! thy speech is bitte(rer them the sea. 


Yet, wcie the gulfs of hell not bitterer, thine 
Might match thy son’s, who hast called my sire— 
Locrine — 

Thy lord, and lord of all this land— the king 
Whose name is bright and s’ wect as earth in springs 
Whose love is mixed with Bi ilain’s very life 
As heaven with earth at sunrise — thou, his wife, 

Hast called him — and the po ison of the woid 
Set not thy tongue on file — L lived and heard— 
Coward. 


OUfiNDO^ LEN 


riiou liest. 


MADA^^ 

If th’ *n ihy speech rang tfue, 
Why, now it rings not false.| 





avmvotsN 

Thou art treacherous too— 
His heart, thy father’s vary heart is thine— 

0^ well beseems it, meet it is, Locrine, 

that liar and traitor and jchangreltngf he should be 

Who, though I bare him , was begot by thee. 

** Mi iDAS 

How have I lied, mother ? Was this the He, 

That thou didst call my 1 ather coward, and I 
Heard ? 

gueIndolen 

Nay —I did bitt liken him with one 
Not all unlike him ; thoul my child> his son, 

Art more unlike thy father. 

MMDAN 

} Was not thdn, 

Of all our fathers, all recorded men, 

The man whose name, thiou sayest, is like his name — 
Paris — a sign in all men’&l mouths of shame ? 


GUEmDOLEK 


Nay, save when heaven \yould cross him i i the fight, 
He bare him, say the mitiistrels, as a kni(jht — 

Yea, like thy father. I 


M Snhame then were it none 

Though men should likem me to him ? 
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I 

OUBNDoitN 


fMl^i 


My son, 

I had rather see thee — see thy brave bright head. 
Strong limbs, clear eyes — drop here before me dead. 

I 

MADA^ 

If he were true man, wheref(&re ? 

f 

GUFNDC{|r.EN 

False was he ; 

No coward indeed, but faithless, trothless — ^we 
Hold therefore, as thou sayo^t, his princely name 
Unprinccly — dead in honour- -quick in shame. 

» 

MAPi^N 

And his to mine thou likenef ? 

GUBNOOl r N 

Thine? to thine? 

God rather strike thy life aspark as mine 
Than tarnish thus thine hotM'iur I For to me 
Shameful it seems — I knowfinot if it be — 

Foi men to lie, and smile, a^id swear, and lie, 

And bcai the tc^ds of heaved false witness. 1 
Can hold not this but shaml.ul. 


MAdI 


Thou dost well. 
I had iiefer cast my soul to hell 
Than play a false man false|» But were he true 
And 1 the traitor — then whjf heaven should do 



'I fmi: jb^g' ooce 4nrafc» 

Qvtt'ol that treasonous fera&ce» were fiUn to slake 
'With all my blood the fire of shame wherein 
My soul should bum me living in my sin. 


OUBKDOLBN 

Thy soul? Yea, there — how knowest thou, boy, so 
well ?— , 

The fire is lit that feeds the fires of hell. 

Mine is aflame this long time now— but thine — 

O, how shall God forgive I thee this, Locrine, 

That thou, for shame of these thy treasons done. 
Hast rent the soul in sunder of thy son ? 


MyioAN 


My heart is whole yet, through thy speech be fire 

« j L 


Whose flame lays hold upi 
. Wronged thee ? 


GUBN 


on it. Hath my sire 


[DOLBN 


Nay, chi Id, I lied— I did but rave- 
I jested— was my face, th<jn, sad and grave, 

When most I jested with t hee ? Child, my brain 
Is wearied, and my heart worn down with pain : 

I thought awhile, for very* sorrow's sake, 

♦To play with sorrow- -try 1 thy spirit, and take 
Comfort— God knows I know not what I said. 

My father, whom I loved,] 


MA 


I pray thee tjbiat thou jest 
Tbusv 


being newly dead* 
|>AN 

{with me no more 



i6 LOCRINE [act i 

GUENDOLEN 

Dost thou now believe me ? 

MAOAN 

No. 


GIIKV04*! I N 


A biaxt"* man uIumi 1 bore lh<‘e 


! !iore 


M 

1 Je^iie 

No niou‘ ol laud oi loasiiiij'. Hath my sire 
Wronj^»-4*(l tl}('e 


( { I \))1>LLN 

Novel. Hut 'will tlivu- trust ric now? 


MAD 


L 


As inisthil am 1, niotlier ofi 


IaWkine 


mine* as lliou. 


X 


UU RI|At 

The jiocls be good to thee ^ ! How t'arest (hou ? 


CUENOpi L.\' 

I \Yell. 

Ilvinen hatli no power to hlnrt me more : and hell 



LOCRINE 


SCBNB l] ' 


17 


No fire to fear. The world I dwelt in died 
With my dead father. King^, thy world is wide 
Wherein thy soul rejoicingh puts trust : 

Bui mine is strait, and built by death ol dust. 


LOCRINE 

Thy sire, mine uncle, stood the sole man, then, 
That held thy life up^uippy ? Giiciulolen, 

Hast thou nor child nor husband - or are we 
Woilh no remembrance more at all of thee ? 


GUFNDOLKN 

Thy speech is sweet ; thine e\es are fliiweis that 
shine : 

If over siren baio a son, Loctine, 

To reign in some green island and bear sway 
On shores more shining th.Mi) the fionl ol d.i\ 

And cliifs whose bti^htiiuss diiils the morning’s 
brow, 

That son ol sorceues and oT sc. is art thou. 


LOCKINI- 


Nay, now Ihy tongue it is il/i.ii plavs on men ; 

And jot no siien’s hone}, Quendolen, 

Is this fair speech, though spit ^is l:)reath» s the south, 


Which thus I Riss to sileucJ 


on Ihv mouth. 


Ol i:NDtJ>Ll..N 


Thy syul is softer than this iiox’s of thine : 
His heart is all toward battli Was it mine 

VOL. V. 


C 
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LOCRINE 


[act I 


That put such fire in his ? for none that heard 
'Hiy flatteries — nay, I take not back the word — 

A flattering lover lives my loving lord — 

Could guess thine hand so great with spear or sword. 


LOCRINE 

What have I done for thee to mock with praise 
And make the boy’s eyes widen f* All my days 
Are worth not all a week, if war be all, 
or his that loved no bloodless festival — 

Thy sire, and sire of slaughters : this was one 
VVlio craved no more of comfort from the sun 
Hut light to lighten him toward battle : I 
Love no such life as bids men kill or die. 


GUE^DOLKN 

\ 

Well thou not woman nu^re in v\ord than act, 
'fhen ijnrc\engcd thy brother Albanacl 
Had given his blood to g^iard his realm and thine : 
Ikit he that slew him louilid thy stroke, Locrine, 
Strong as thy speech is gentle. 


loLrjni 


The dCiid our friends and 


God assoil 


'toes ! 


(U^Ef^DOLEN 


j A goodly spoil 

W’as that thine hand msalc then by Humber’s b^nks 
Of all who sw^elled the S^'ylhian’s riotous ranks 



LOCRINE 


*9 


SlCBMBl] 

With storm of inland surf and surge of steel : 

TVone there were left, if tongues ring true, to feel 
The yoke of days that breathe submissive biealh 
More bitter than the bitterest edge of death. 

LOCRINE 

None. 

GITNDOLEN 

This was then a day of blood. I heatd, 

But know not whence I caught the wandering word, 
Strangi women wert there of that out land crew, 
Whom ruthlessly thy soldiets laxentnj^ slew 

LOCRINI 

Nay, Scythians then h id've been, woise man mev 
ui iNinu vv 

These that were taken, thei*, thou didst not slay P 

lOiKINE 

1 did not say we spired the^. 

GUfc\D(j}LE\ 

I Slay noi spaic ? 

i 

/ 

locri|ne 

C 2 


How if they were not P 
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LOCRINE 


[acti 


GUENDOLEN 

What albeit they were ? 
Small hurt, meseems, my husband, had it been 
Thou^^-h British hands haci haled a Scythian queen — 
If such were found — some woman foul and fierce — 
To death — or aught we h6ld for shame's sake worse. 

For shame's owm sake thc^ hand that should not fear 
To t.iko such monstious vf/ork upon it here. 

And did not withei (rom tlhc wiisl. should be 
lliwn oft eic hanging’. WoKt ^ or m.n aic. w^o, 

That thou shouldst questiK>r this ^ 


i»vi iv^inn r\ 

f Not woivos. but men, 
Surel) : foi ben Is 'roUv^.il 

1 

r Of, /RIM 


\\ h.at irk*- thee ? 


(juondoleii. 


io f 1 \noi FN 

Nought srfivc grief and Io\e ; Lrtrine, 
A grievous love, a lovius. giiefis mine. 

Here stands my liusbanJ : thcic ni} falhci I'.j-. : 

I know not if Oicto live cither’s e>Os 
Mese love, more life of e >mfort This out son 
loves me : but is there delse left living one 
'1 hat loves me back as lov o 
t 



SCBNB l] 


I-OCRINB 




LOCKINB 

Nav, but how 

Has this wild question fired thine heart ^ 
gitfntdolkn 

Not thou ! 

No part have I— nay, never had I p iit — 

Our child th it hear'^mc knows it — in thine heart. 
Ihy sire it was th u bade our hands be one 
For love of mine, his brothei Ihou, his sou, 

^idst g-ivc not —no hut yield thy hand to mine, 

To mine thy lips ~n ^t ihtt to me, 1 oc rinc 
Thy hcirt has d\»vlt fai oil me ill these )eirs ; 

Yet h nc 1 iilvci sought with smiles or tcirs 
To lure or melt it mtward I have bi nic - 
I that have boint to rhee this bo\ ^thv scvun, 

Ih> ^(.ntlciiL^s, ihv tciukr woids th it bile 
More dup th m h unc uuuld, shoiilusi thou spiun 
01 smite 

Jhcsc limbs and bps inadt thine by touti icl mule 
No wile’s, no quee I’s i st rv ml s n , ih) shade 
ihc sh idow ini J, no hud and km^s ot thee, 

Who irl spiiit and sub I intt, body iiid soul to me 
\nd now, nay, spt. ik not-|-iiow my sue is dead 
Ihou think st lo I i>t iiK Liownlc'^s from th} bed 
Whtriin I broiu 1 I th e ioi‘th i son th il now 
Shall perish with me, if the u wilt — and thou 
Shah live and laugh to Ihit^k ot us or }ct 
Play filth inoic foul pla} Jals^r, and forget * 

lOvRlNI 

&hdr|2 grief has crazed thy brain. Thou knowest of 
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LOCRINE 


[act I 


GUENDOLSN 

I know that nought I know, Locrine, of thee. 

I OCRINF 

W hat bids thee then revile me, knowing no cause ? 

r 

OPf NOOI tN 

St long SOI tow kiiov\s but soriow's laule‘'S laws. 

IOC RINE 

Ycl thise should tiiin not I'nef to raging lire, 
ta 1 Nj})Oi I \ 

I hey should not, had iny Hl iri m> heart s desire. 
LOCRINf 

WiniU! (lod that ni> qi.v.cn, could give thee 

this ! 

C.l PNDOLl \ 

'Ihou dost iK)t call nu wife iioi call si amiss. 

IOC RIM 

What name should serve to stay this htiul strife? 

^ GURNDOLCN 

Thou dobt not ill to call me not th} wile. 



SC8NE l] 


LOCRINE 


*3 


LOCRINE 

% 

My Mster wellnigfh wast thou once : and now — 

GUENDOLBN 

Thy sister never I : my brother thou. 

Lot RINl 

How shall man sound this iiddlei* Read it me. 

OUi«Nn M I \ 

As lo\es a sister, never loved I thee 
LOl RTM 

Not when vve plavcd is t\\ inborn Lhild with ciiild ? 
GUI MH)I LN 

It tlicii thou tlioiiglit st It bolh ueu soic befjuikd. 
LiH Iv^NL 

I thoug’ht thet sweeter theiv thin summer doves. 
GVPNOOI IN 

Yet not like theirs — woe worth it ’ -weic uui loves. 
LOCRINL 

No — for tiiey meet and flit ag’ain apart. 
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LOCRINE 


(act I 

GUENDOLEN 

r> 

And we live linked, inseparate — heart in heart. 
I.OCRINE 

Is this the fifrief thaf wrings and vexes thine ? 
GUKNDOLEN 

Thy niolhoi laughed w’^hen thou wasl born, Locrine. 

UH KINE 

Hid she not well sweet laughter speaks not scorn. 
GrCNDOLKN 

And tluHi didst laugh, and wept’st not, to be born. 
LOCKINE 

Did I then ill? didst thou, then, v, ecp to be? 


GlTIj/sDOLEN 

1'lic s'une still- lit not Ihcfe to birth and me. 

LOCRINTE 

Thine c^cs took light, tWen, from the fairCi star. 

I 

^ GUKtNDOLFN 

Nav : thine was nish thd* sun. and mine afar. 



SCENE l] 


LOCRINE 


LOCRINB 

Too bright was thine to need the neighbouring s 

GUENDOLEN 

Nay, all its life of light was wellnigh done. 

LOCRINE 

« 

« 

If all on thee its light and life were shed 
And darkness on thy birthday struck it dead. 

It died mo'it happy, leaving life and light 
More fair and full in love’s more thankful sight. 

GlTNnOT.IvN 

Art thou so thankful, king, tor hnc’s kind sake? 
Would I were worthier thanks like these 1 take ! 
For thanks I cannot rcndei thee again. 


LOCKINE 

Too heavy sits thy sorrow’, Guendolen, 

Upon thy spirit of life : 1 bid thee not 
Take comfort while the fire of griei is hot 
Still at thine heart, and scarce thy last keen teai 
Dried : yet the gods have left thee comfort here, 

I 

GlJhNDDtEN 

Comfort? In thee, fair coi‘isin-'Or my son ? 

LOCRINE 

What hast thou done, Madan, or left undone? t 
Towyd thee and me thy mother’s mood to-day 
Seems less than loving. 1 
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LOCRINE 


[act 1 

HADAN 

« 

Sire, I cannot say. 

LOCRINE 

Enoii^'h : an hour or half an hour is more 
Tlian wrant'liu^ words should stuff with barren store. 
Comfort nvciy’st thou brinjj to liQ**, if I may none, * 
WJiun all licr father qnirlccns in her son. 

]ji Cornish warlarc if thou win thee praise, 

Thine shall men liken to thy i^randsire's days. 

GL’I VDOLltN 

To Cornwall must ho Urc and fi^ht for thee? 

LOCRINE 

If heart he fits and if th^ will it be. 

Gl'LNPOLLN 

VVh.il is niy util UiU'lh n;ioie ih.ui wiinl or foam? 

1 OtI KI VE 

Wl)\, leaM' is thine to hJ|>ld him here at lu^mc. 

{ 

GUElj:nOLKN 

What power is mine to speed him or to stay? 

LOfJKlNK 

I • 

None — should thy child i^si love and shame away. 



$CBMB l] 


LOCRItilE 


n 


GUBNDOtBN 

Most duteous wast thou to thy sire and mine. 
LOCRINE 

Yea, truly — when their biddin^^ sealed me thine. 

^GUENDOLEN 

Thy smile is as a flame that plays and flits. 

LOLUINE 

Yet at my heart thou knenvest what fire there sits. 

CU'KNDOLKN • 

Not love's- -not love’s— -toward me love burns not 
there. 

LO( Kl{\’E 

What wouldst thou h.i\e <jnc search therein and 

swear ? j 

/ 

OOUNDO.l FA 

j 

Swear b} the faitli none scckjiuf^ iheie may find — 
l.OCRlAh 

« 

Then — by the faith that lives not in thy kiiul — 

J 

GL^KNDOIt.EN 

I 

Ay — women’s faith is water. | Then, by men’s — 
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LOCRINE 


[act I 


LOCRINE 

Ycri by Loci me s, and not fay Gucndolcn's — 

GUENDOLEN 

Svveai thou didst nevct love me mote than now. 

rocRfvr 

J sweat Jt not uhc'n lif>l ue kissed. And thou 

i i LN 

I ( amiol j,i\e thee h .ck thine oath a^ain. 

TOC MM 

li now U*vc wane vvilliin thes, lived it then ? 

Wl L '^POLl \ 

I said not lliat it w.iiKd I would not swear — 

IOC KIM 

That il was ever moit t|iari shadows wcie.'^ 

y 

Gl KjvDOLLN 

- Thv laith and heai t weic aught but shadow and fire. 
LOCKINE 

lint thou, meb^ctns, lo\cd thy s.on and wie. 



SCBKB t] 


LOCRINE 


*9 


GUENDOLBN 

And not my lord : I cross and thwart him still. 
LOCRINP 

Thy grief it is th it wounds me— not thy will. 

*GUCNDOLFN 

Wound? it I would, could I toi sooth wound thee^ 


lot HI 

1 think thou woiilds^ not, though thine hinds were 
tiee 


GUI NPOI RN 

These hands, now bound in wedUvk fast to Ihim ^ 

Lot RINF 

Yet weie thine heart not then dislinkcd liom nunc. 

GUrNDOIFN 

Nay, life nor death, not lo\e wliose ihild is h«jte, 
May sunder h >arts made one but once by f do 
Wrath may come down as tire net ween them Ide 
May bid them ycaiii lor death as man for wife 
Grief bid them stoop as son to father •'li ime 
Brand them, .uid memory ti^in their pehe to llaiyo 
Or faj^ehood change their hJ^ood to poisoned w»ne 
Yet all shall rend them not iip twain, Loenne 
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LOCRINE 


|acti 


LOCRTNE 

Who knows not this ? but rather would J know 
What thought distempers and distunes Ihy woe, 

1 eamc to wed my grief awhile to thine 
For love’s sake and toi coinlort’s — 

Gl I NJ)OLFN 

ft 

Thou* Locrine ? 

To-day thou kno\\csl not, nor wilt learn to-morrow, 
The secret sense ot such a word as sorrow. 

Thy spirit is soft and sweet : 1 well believe 
riiouwouldst, hut \' ell I know thou canst not grieve. 
The leais like fire, Hie fitc that bums up tears, 

The blind wild woe that seals up c\es and ears, 

The sound ol silence in the brain 

That utters thing-* unutt?riblc tor pain, 

The ihiist at hent tliat cni*s on death foi ease, 

What knows tin soul’s li\L sense of pangs like these? 

IO( KlNh 

Is no lo\e lell ihee then loi tomloit ? 

Gl f NPOI 1 N 

'I hine? 


lOi KINI 

Th\ son’s maN seive thee, though thou mock at mine. 
* la^I^NDOl 1 \ 

I 

when he comes agafn from Cornw’all. 



LOCRINE 


V 


LOCRINE 

Nay ; 

If now his absence irk thee, bid him stay. 

GUENDOI.EN 

I will not — yea, I would not, thoufjh 1 might. 

Go, child : God guard and grace thine hand in fight ! 

MADAN 

My heart shall give it grace lo guard my head. 

LO( HIKE 

Well thought, my son : but scarce of thee well said. 
MADAN 

No skill of speech have I : wiu*cls said or sung 
Help me no more than hand is helped of tongue : 

Yet, would some better wii than mine, 1 wa’s, 

Help mine, I fain would render thunks lor this. 

GUENDOI.EN 

Think not the boy 1 bare thee too much mine, 
Though slack of speech and halting* : 1 diiine 
Thou shalt not find him faint of heart or liand, 

Come what may come against him. 

i.O( rt.Vl 

Nay, this lan^ 

Bears pot alive, nor bare it ere we came, 

Such bloodless hearts as know not fame from shame, 
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Or quail for hope’s sake, or more faithless fear, 

From truth of single-sighted manhood, here 
Born and bred up to read the word aright 
That sunders man from beast as day from night. 
That rod rank Ireland where men burn and slay 
Girls, old men, children, mothers, sires, and say 
These wolves and swine that skulk and strike do 
well. 

As soon might know sweet hetven from ravenous 
hell. 

GlJI:iNDOLF.N 

Ay : no such coward as!' crawls and licks the dust 
Till blood thcncc licked (may slake his murderous lust 
And leave his tongue th!p suppler shall be bred, 

I think, in Britain ever-? if the dead 
May witness for^the livii|ig. Though my son 
Go forth among strang 'tribes to battle, none 
Here shall he meet with n our circling seas 
So much more vile than! vilest men as these. 

And though the folk be ierce that harbour there 
As once the Scythians d iven before thee were, 

And though some Cornndi water change its name 
As Humber then for furf her.incc of thy fame, 

And take some dead mam’s on it — some dead king’s 
Shun ul our son’s hand-^-and its watersprings 
Wax red and radiant ti j-m such fire of fight 
And swell as high with blood of hosts in flight — 

No fiercer loe nor wortl jicr shall he meet 
Than 1 hen fell grovcllin-, at his father’s feet. 

Nor, though the day ru|i red with blood of men 
As that whose hours ra jg round thy praises then, 
Shall rhy son’s hand be /deeper dipped therein ^ 

Than his that gat him-4attd that held it sin 
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To spill strango blood of barbarous women — wives 
Or* harlots — things of monstrous names and lives — 
Fit spoil for swords of harsher-hearted folk ; 

Nor yet, though some that dared and ’scaped the 
stroke 

Be fair as beasts are beauteous, — fit to make 
False hearts of fools bow down for love’s foul sake, 
And burn up faith to ashes — shall my son 
Forsake his father’s ^ays for such an one 
As whom thy soldiers slew or slew not — thou 
Hast no remembrance of them left thee now. 

Even therefore may we stand assured of this : 

What lip soever lure his lip to kiss, 

Past question— else were he nor mine nor thine — 
This boy would spurn a Scythian concubine. 

LOCRINE 

Such peril scarce may cross or charm our son, 
Though fairer women earth or heaven sees none 
Than those whose breath makes mild our wild south- 
west 

Where now he fares not forth on amorous quest. 


GUENDOLfeN 

Wilt thou not bless him goin^, and bid him speed ? 


LOCRINF. 

So be it : yet surely not in wc?»rd but deed < 

Lives ^1 the soul of blessing <pr of ban 
Or wrought or won by manhood’s might for man, 
VOL. V. n 
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The j^ods be graciou«i to thee, boy, and give 
Thy wish its will ! 


MADAN 

So shall they, if I live. 

[£xeun/. 


Scene II. Gardcm of the Palace 
Enter Camber and Debon 

CAMBER 

Nay, tell not me : no smoke of lies can smother 
The truth whlcli lightens through thy lies : I see 
Whose trust it is that m.'ikcs a liar of thee, 

And how Ihy falsehood, man, has faith for mother. 
What, is not thine the breast wherein my brother 
Seals all his heart up ? Had he put in me 
Faith — but his secret has thy tongue for key, 

And all his counsel opens to none other. 

Th> tongue, thine eye, thy smile unlocks his trust 
Who puts no trust in man. 


DEBON 

j Sir, then were I 
A traitt»r fi>und moie jpcrfect fool than kna’ e 
Should I play false, oir turn for gold to dust 
A# gem worth all the gold beneath the — 
The diamond of the flawless faith he gave 
Who sealed his trustjiipori me. 
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CAMBER 

What art thou ? 

Because thy beard ere mine were black was grey 
Art thou the prince, and I thy man ? I say 
Thou shalt not keep his counsel from me. 

DEBON 

• Now, 

Prince, may thine old bom servant lift his brow 
As from the dust to thine, and answer- Nay. 

Nor canst thou turn this nay of mine to yea 
With all the lightning of thine eyes, I trow. 

Nor this my truth to treason. 

CAMBFlt 

God us aid ! 

Art thou not mad? Thou knowest what whispers 
crawl 

About the court with serpent sound and speed, 

Made out oi fire and falsehood ; or if made 
Not till of lies — it may be thus — not all — 

Black yet no less with poison. 

OEBON 

Prince, indeed 

I know the colout ot the tongues of fire 
That feed on shame to slake the thirst of hate ; 
Hell-black, and hot as hell : nor age nor ^tale 
May pluck the fangs forth of their foul desire : 

I that was IrothpUght servant to thy siis, 

A king pore kingly th.in the front of fate 
That bade our lives bow down disconsolate 
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When death laid hold on him — for hope nor hire, 

Prince, would I lie to thee : nay, what avails 
Falsehood ? thou knowest I would not. 

CAMBER 

Why, thou art old ; * 

To thcc could falsehood bear but fruitless fruit — 

Lean grafts and sour. 1 think ^ou wouldst not. 

DEBON 

Wales 

In such a lord lives happy : young and bold 
And yet not mindless of thy sire King Brute, 

Who loved his loyal servants even as they 
Loved him. Yea, surel}, bitter were the fruit, 

Prince Camber, 'and the tiec lotten at root 
That b.iic it, whence my tongue should take to-day 
For thee the taste of poisonous treason. 

CAMBER 

Nay, 

What boots it though ihou plight thy word to boot? 

Ft lie scivanl wast thou to my sire King Brute, 

And Brule Ihy king true master to thcc. 

DEBON 

Yea. 

Troy, tic hcM Unvt is dtopped huitling down in flame, 
Bare not a son more uobk than the sire 
Whose son begat thy father. Shame it were 
Kejond all recoiJ in the wot Id <^f shame, 

U thev that hither bore in heart ^hat fire 
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Which none save men of heavenly heart may bear 
Had left no sign, though Troy were spoiled and 
sacked, 

That heavenly was the seed they saved. 


CAMBFK 

No sign ? 

Though nought mylfame be,— though no praise of 
mine 

Be worth mcn*& tongues for word or thought or act- 
Shdll fame forget my brother Albanact, 

Or how those Huns who drank his blood for wine 
Poured forth their own for offering to Locrine ? 
Though all the soundless ma/e oi time were tracked, 
No men should man find noblei. 


DEBON 

Surely none. 

No man loved ever more than I thy brothers, 
Prince. 


CAMBFK" 

Ay— for them thy loue is bright like spring, 
And colder toward me than ih^ wintering sun. 

What am I less— what less am I than others, 

That thus thy tongue discrowns my name of king, 
Dethrones my title, disanoints my state, 

And pricks me down but pettyi prince ? 

d 


DEBON 


My lord— 
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CAMBER 

Ay ? must my name among^ their names stand scored 
Who keep my brother’s door or guard his gate ? 

A lordling — princeling — one that stands to wait — 
That lights him back to bed or serves at board. 

Old man, il' yet thy foundering brain record 
Aught — if thou know that once^my sire was great, 
Then must thou kntjw he left no less to me, 

Ilis youngest, than to those my brethren born, 
Kingship. 


r>EI>ON 

I know it. Your servant, sire, am T, 
Who lived so long your sire’s. 

« 

CAMBFK 

And how had he 

Endured thy silence or sustained thy scorn 
Why must 1 know not what thou knowest of? 


^ PEBON 

Why? 

Hast thou not heard, king, th.at a trat man’s trust 
Is king for him of life and death? Locrinc 
Hath scaled with trust my lips — my, prince, not 
mine*-- 

His are they now. 

CAMBER 

Vfou art w'ise as he, anJ just, 
God reqjuite thee 1 yea, he must. 


And secret. 
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For man shdl never. If my sword here shine 
Sunward— Cod guard that reverend head of thine ! 


DEBON 

My blood should make thy sword the sooner rust, 
And rot thy fame for ever. Strike. 


I AMBEK 

Thou knowest 

1 w ill not. Am I Scythian boin, ('r Greek, 

Thvii I should lake thy bloodshed oji m) hand? 

DEBOV 

\ - w ihou seest me soul to ^on[,*and .sbowest 

"V . 'v- - 


CAMBE« 

! ‘ ] \'’Oukl h?i\<‘ slain iheo'^ Speak. 


ivBON 


'I*. ' M ' aii 1 his land: 

■ i. I , ^ r . .ih strife, and fear 

'i.ii' tf' I ‘ ■.»' / ‘ r-.d with a curse ; 

iA'si th^' ' Ui t -r| unseen ill be worse 

rh in • ' t Thou shalt hear 

Such trmr. .s I n-.* ?n a base man’s ear 
Should bnn^ i) indeed in hearts perverse^; 

But fc^rth 0 / thine shall truth, once known, disperse 
Doubt : and disjxi s^d, the cloud shall leave thee dear 
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In judgment — nor, being young, more mercilessi 
1 think, than I toward hearts that erred and yearned, 
Struck through with love and blind with fire of life 
Enkindled. When the sharp and stormy stress 
Of Scythian ravin round our borders burned 
Eastward, and he that faced it first in strife, 

King Albanact, thy brother, fought and fell, 

Locrine our lord, and lordliest born of you, — 

Thy chief, my prince, and mine-^ against them drew 
With all the force our southern strengths might tell, 
And by the strong mid wateris seaward swell 
That sunders half our Britain met and slew 
The prince whose blood baptized its fame anew 
And left no record of the name to dwell 
Whereby men called it ere it wore his name, 

Humber ; and wide on wing the carnage went 
Along the drenched red fields that felt the tramp 
At once of fliers and slayers with feet like flame : 

But the king halted, seeing a royal lent 
Reared, with its ensign crowning all the camp, 

And entered — where no Scythian spoil he found, 

But one fair face, the Scythian’s sometime prey, 

A lady’s whom their ships had borne away 
By force of warlike hand from German ground, 

A bride and queen by violent power fast bound 
To the errant helmsmah of their fierce array. 

And hei, left loidless by that ended fray, 

Our lord beholding loved, and hailed, and crowned 
Queen. 


fCAMBER 

f ' 

Queen ! and what perchance of Guer^olen ? 
Slept she forsooth forgi'otten ? 
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DEBON 

Nay, my lord 

Knows that albeit their hands were precontract 
By Brute your father dying*, no man of men 
May fasten hearts with hands in one accord. 

The love our master knew not that he lacked 
Fulfilled him even as heaven by dawn is filled 
With fire and light tlmt burns and blinds and leads 
All men to wise or witless works or deeds, 
Beholding, ere indeed he wist or willed, 

Eyes that sent flame through veins that age had 
chilled. 


CAMBER 

Thine—with that grey goat’s fleece on chin, sir? 

Needs • 

Must she be fair : thou, wrapt in age’s weeds, 
Whose blood, if time hath touched it not and stilled, 
The sun’s own fire must once have kindled, — thou 
Sing praise ot soft-lipped women ? doth not shame 
Sting thee, to sound this minstrel’s note, and gild 
A girl’s proud face with praises, though her brow 
Were bright as dawn’s ? And had her grace no name 
For men to worship by ? Her name ? 

DEBON 

Estrlld. 


CAMBER 

My brother is a prince of paramours — 

Eyes cgtoured like the springtide sea, and hair 
Bright as with fire of sundawn— face as fair 
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As mine is swart and worn with haggard hours, 
Though less in years than his — such hap was ours 
When chance drew forth for us the lots that were 
Hid close in time’s clenched hand : and now I swear, 
Though his be goodlier than the stars or flowers, 

I would not change this head of mine, or crown 
Scarce worth a smile of his — thy lord Locrine’s — 

For that fair head and crown imperial ; nay, 

Not were I cast by force of fortune down 

Lower lhan the lowest lean serf that prowls and pines 

And loathes for fear all hours of night and day. 


DhBON 

What says rny lord ^ how means he ? 

i 


('AMBKR 

Vex not thou 

Thine old hoar head with care to learn of me 
This. Great is time, and wdiat he wills to be 
Is here or ever proof may bring it: now, 

Now^ is the future present. If thy vow 
Constrain ihce not, yet would I know of thee 
One thinj; : this lustrous love-bird, where is she? 
What nest js hers on what green flow^ering bough 
Deep jn what w'ild sweet woodland ? 


DEBON 

^ Good my lord, 

Have I not sinned already — flawed my faitbtk 
To lend such ear even to such royal suit ? 
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CAMBER 

Yea, by my kingdom hast thou— by my sword, 
Yea. Now speak on. 


DEBON 

Yet hope — or honour- saith 
I did not ill to trust tfie blood of Brute 
Within thee. Not prince Hector’s sovereign soul, 
The light of all thy lineage, more abhorred 
Treason than all his days did Brule my lord. 

My trust shall test not in thee less than whole. 

CAMBER 

Speak, then : too long thou falterest nigh the goal. 

DEBON 

There is a bower built fast beside a ford 
In Essex, held in sure and secret ward 
Of woods and walls and waters, still and sole 
As love could choose for harbourage : there the king 
Keeps close from all men now these seven years since 
The light wherein he lives : and there hath she 
Borne him a maiden child more sweet than spring. 

CAMBER 

A child her daughter ? there now hidden ? * 

DEBON 


What ails thee ? 


JVince, 
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CAMBER 

Nought. This river’s name? 

DEBON 

The Ley* 

CAMBER 

Nigh Leytonstone in Essex — cabled of old 
By men thine elders Durolitum ? There 
Are hind and fawn couched close in one green lair ? 
Speak : hast thou not my faith in pawn, to hold 
Fast as my brother’s heart this love, untold 
And undivined of all men? must 1 swear 
Twice— 1, to thee? 

DEBON 

But if thou set no snare, 

Why shine thine eyes so sharp ? I am overbold : 

Sir, pardon me. 

CAMBER 

My sword shall split thine heart 
With pardon if thou palter with me. 

DEBON 

Sir, 

There is ihe place : but though thy brow be grim 
As hell — I knew thee nol the man thou art — 

I will not bring thee to it. 

CAMBER 

t For love of her ? 

Nay— better shouldst thou know my love of tiim. 

[JSxeun/, 
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Scene I. Tfu banks of the 
Enter Estrild and Sabrina 


SABRINA 

But will my father come not ? not to-day, 
Mother ^ 


ESTRILD 

God help thee ! child, I cannot say. 
Why this of all days yet in summer’s sight ? 


My birthday ! 


SABRINA 


ESTRILD 

That should bring him • ii it may. 


SABRINA 

May sheuld be must : he must not be away. 

His faith was pledged to me as king and knight. 
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ESTRILD 

Small fear he should not keep it — he might 
SABRINA 

Might ! and a king’s might his ? do kings bear sway * 
For nought, that aught should keep him hence till 
night ? • 

Why didst thou bid God help me when 1 sought 
To know but of his coming? 

ESTRILD 

Eveii for nought 

But laughter even to think how strait a bound 
Shuts in the measure of thy sight and thought 
Who scest not why thy sire hath heed of aught 
Save thee and me nor wherefore men stand crowned 
And girt about with empire. 

SABRINA 


Have they found 

Such joy therein as meaner things have wrought ? 
Sing me the song that ripples round and round. 

ESTRILD {sings ) : — 

ILmI I wist, quoih spring lo the swallow, 

That earth could torget me, kisstil 
By sinniner, and lured to follow 
Dow n ways that I know not, I, 
ft My heart should have waxed not high : 

Mid Maich would have seen me die, ^ 

Had 1 wist. 
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Had I wist, O spring, said the swallow, 
That hope was a sunlit mist 
And the fiunt light heart of it hollow, 
Thy woods had not heard me sing, 

Thy winds had not known my wing ; 

It had faltered ere thine did, spring, 
Had I wist. 


SABRINA 

That song is hardly even as wise as I — 

Nay, very foolishness it is. To die 
In March before its life were well on wing, 

Before its time and kindly season — why 
Should spring be sad — before the swallows fly — 
Enough to dream of such a wintry thing? 

Such foolish words were more unmeet for spring 
Than snow for summer when his heart is high ; 
And why should words be foolish when they sing ? 
The song-birds are not. 

ESTRILD 

Dost thou undcrstaiul, 
Child, what the birds arc singing ? 

SABRINA 

All the land 

Knows that : the water tells it to tlic rushes 
Aloud, and lower and softlier to the sand : 

The flower-fays, lip to lip and hand in hand, ^ 
Laugh and repeat it all till darkness hushes 
Their singing with a word that falls and crushes ^ 
All song to silence down the river-strand 
And where the hawthorns hearken for the thrushes. 
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And all the secret sense is sweet and wise 
That sings through all their singing, and replies 
When we would know if heaven be gay or grey 
And would not open all too soon our eyes 
To look perchance on no such happy skies 
As sleep brings close and waking blows away. 


ESTRILD 


What gives thy fancy faith enough to say 
This ? 


SABRINA 

Why, meseems the sun would hardly rise 
lilsc, nor the world be half so glad vi day. 

ESTKILD 

Why didsSt thou crave of me that song, Sabrine ? 

SABRINA 

Because, nicthought, though one were king or queen 
And had the world to play with, if one missed 
What most were good to have, such joy, 1 ween, 
Were woful as a song" with sobs between 
And well might wail for ever, ‘ Had I wist ! ’ 

And might my father do but as he list, 

And make this day what other days have been, 

I should not shut lo-night mine eyes unkiss^iu. 

» ESTRILD 


I wift tlKui wouldst not. 
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Then I would he were 
No king at all, and save his golden hair 
Wore on his gracious head no golden crown. 

• Must he be king for ever ? 

•BSTRILD 

Not if prayer 

Could lift from off his heart that crown of care 
And draw him toward us as with music down. 

SABRINA 

Not so, but upward to us. He would but frown 
To hear thee talk as though the woodfands there 
Were built no lordlier than the widc-walled town. 
Thou knowest, when I desire of him to see 
What manner of crown that wreath of towers may be 
That makes its proud head shine like older Troy's, 
His brow'S are bent even while he laughs on me 
And bids me think no more thereon than he, 

For flowers are serious things, but towers are toys. 

ESTRILD 

Ay, child; his heart was less care’s throne than joy’s, 
Power’s less than love’s friend ever : and with thee 
His mood that plays is blither than a boy’s. 

• 

SABRINA 

I would the boy would give the maid her will. 

VOL. v. K 
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ESTRILD ' 

Has not thine heart as mine has here its fill ? 

SABRINA 

So have our hearts while sleeping — till they wake. 

ESTRILD • 

Too soon is this for waking : sleep thou still. 
SABRINA 

Hid then the d<iwn sleep, and the world lie chill. 

, ESTKH.n 

This nest is warm for one small wood-dove s sake. 

SABRINA 

And warm the world that feels the sundawn break. 

ESFRILI) 

Hut hath my (ledi* cling cushat here slept ill ? 

SABRINA 

No plaint is this, but pleading, that I make. 

KSTRILD 

Plead nol against lliinc own glad life : the plea 
Weie like a wrangling babe’s that fain would be 
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Free from the help its hardy heart contemns, 

Free from the hand that guides and guaids it, free 
To take its way and sprawl and stumble. See ! 
Have wc not here enough of diadems 
Hung high round portals pillared smooth with stems 
More fair than marble ? 

SABRINA 

% 

* This is but the Ley : 

I fain would look upon the lordlier Thames. 

ESTRILD 

A very water-bit d thou ai t ; the river 
So draws thee to it that, seeing, my heart-strings 
quiver 

\nd yearn with fear lest pciil teach /hcc fear 
Too late for help or dating to deliver. 

SABRINA 

Nay, let the \\ in 1 make willows u eep and shiver : 

Me shjill nor wind nor watci, while I hear 
What goodly voids saith each m other’s cat. 

And which is given the gift, and which the giver, 

1 know not, but they take and give good cheer. 

ESTRILD 

Howe’er this be, thou hast no heed of mine, 

To take so little of this life of thine 
I gave and would not see thee cast awa^ 

For childishness in childhood, though ii shine • 
For me sole comfort, for my lord Lociinc 
Chief comfort in the world. 
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SABRINA 

Nay, mother, nay, 
Make me not weep with chiding : wilt thou say 
I love thee not ? Hark 1 see, my sire for sign ! 

1 hear his horse. 


ESTRILD 

He comes I 


SABRINA 

He comes to-day ! 

l^xeun/. 


Scene II, Tf'oynovanL A in the Palace 
Enter (iUEKDOLB:N and Camber 
GU fcNnOLEN 

I know not, sir, what ails you to desire 
Sucl) audience of me as I give. 

camber 

What ails 

Me, sister ? Were the heart in me no higher 
Than his who heeds no more than harpers’ tales 
Such griefs as set a sister’s heart on fire — 

GUENDOI,EN 

c 

Then were my brother now at rest in Wales, 

And royal. 
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CAMBBR 

Am I less th.'^n royal here ? 


GUBNDOLEN 

Even here as there alike, sir. 


Nothing ? 


CAMBER 

Dost thou fear 


GUBNDOLEN 

My princely cousin, no/ indeed 
Much that might hap at word or will of thine, 

CAMBER 

Ay — meanest am I of my father’s seed, 

If men misjudge not, cousin ; and Locrine 
Noblest. 


GUBNDOLEN 

Should I gainsay their general rede, 
My heart would mock me. 

CAMBER 

Such a spirit as mine’ 
Being spiritless —my words heartless — mine acts 
Faint shadows of Locrine’s or Albanact’s ? 
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GURNDOLEN 

Nay --not so much — I said not so. Say thou 
What thou wouldst have—if aught thou wouldst— 
with me. 


CAMBER 

No man might see thine eyes and lips and brow 
Who would not -what he durst not crave of thee. 

GUENDOLEN 

Ay, verily ? And thy spirit exalts thee now 
So high that these thy words fly forth so free, 

And fain thine act would follow - flying above 
Shame’s reach and tear’s? What gift may Ihis be? 
Love? 

Or liking ? or compassion ? 

CAMBFR 

Take not thus 

Mine innocent words amiss, nor wrest awry 
Their piteous purpose toward thee. 

GUENDOLEN 

Piteous ! 

Wlio lives so low and looks upon the sky 
As would desire — who shares the sun with us 
That might deserve thy pity ? 


CAMBER 


Thou. 



scraiB ii] 


LOCRINE 


5S 


OUBNDOLBN 

Not I, 

Though I were cast out hence, cast oET, discrowned, 
Abject, ungirt of all that guards me round, 

Naked. What villainous madness, knave and king, 
Is this that puts upon thy babbling tongue 
Poison ? 

d 

CAMBER 

The truth is as a snake to sting 
That breathes ill news : but where its Tang hath 
stung 

The very pang bids health and healing spring. 

God knows the grief wherewith my spirit is wrung - 
The spirit of thee so scorned, so misesteemed, 

So mocked with strange misprision and misdeemed 
Merciless, false, unbrotherly— to take 
Such task upon it as may burn thine heart 
With bitterer hatred of me that I spake 
What, had 1 held my peace and crept apart 
And tamed my soul to silence for thy sake 
And mercy toward the royal thing thou art, 

Chance haply might have made a fiery sword 
To slay thee with — slay thee, and spare thy lord. 


GUKNOOLEN 

Worse had it done to slay my lord, and spare 
Me. Wilt thou now show mercy toward me ? Then 
Strike with that sword mine heart thiough — if Uiou 
dare. 

AH know thy tongue’s edge deadly. 



LOCRINE 


[act II 


S6 


CAMBER 

• Guendolen, 

Thou seest me like a vassal bound to bear 
All bitter words that bite the hearts of men 
From thee, so be it this please thy wrath, I stand 
Slave of thy tongue and subject of thine hand, 

And pity thee. Take, if thou wilt, my head ; 

Give it my brother. Thou shalt hear me speak 
First, though the soothfast word that hangs unsaid 
As yet, being spoken, — albeit this hand be weak 
And faint this heart, thou sayest — should strike thee 
dead ^ 

Even with that rose of wrath on brow and cheek. 

GUENDOr.EN 

I hold not thee too faint of heart to slay 
Women. Say forth whatever thou hast heart to say. 

CAMBEK 

Silence I iiave not heart to keep, and sec 
Scorn and derision gird thee round with shame, 

Not knowing what all thy serfs who mock at thee 
Know', and make mirth and havoc of th) name. 

Does this nut move thee ^ 

GUENDOLEN 

How' should aught niovc me 
Fallen from such tonguc.s as falsehood finds the 
• same — 

Such tongues as fraud or treasonous hate o’erscurfs 
With leprous lust — a prince’s or a serfs ? 
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That lust of the evil-speaking tongue which gives 
Quick breath to deadly lies, and stings to life 
The rottenness of falsehood, when it lives, 

Falls dumb, and leaves the lie to bring forth strite. 
The liar will say no more — his heart misgives 
His knaveship — should he sunder man and wife? 
Such, sister, in thy sfght, it seems, am I. 

Yet shalt th6u take, to keep or cast it by, 

The truth of shame I would not have thee hear, — 
Not might I choose, — but choose I may ndt. 

GUENDOLEN 

Shame 

And truth ? Shame never toward tjiine heart came 
near, 

And all thy life hath hung about thy name. 

Nor ever truth drew nigh the lips that tear 
Whitens, and makes the blood that feeds them tame. 
Speak all thou wilt— but even for shame, forsooth, 
Talk not of shame— and tell me not of truth. 


CAMBER 

Then shah thou hear a lie. Thy loving lord 
Loves none save thee ; bis heart’s pulse beats in 
thine ; 

No fairer woman, captive of his sword, 

Caught ever captive and subdued Locrine : 

The god of lies bear witness. At the ford 
Of Humber blood was never shed like wine : • 

Our brother Albanact lived, fought, and died, 

Never : and 1 that swear it have not lied. 
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Fairer? 


GUENDOLEN 


CAMBER 

They say it : but what are lies to thee? 


GUENUOLEN 

Art thou nor man nor woman ? 


Man. 


CAMBER 

Nay — I irSst — 


GUENDOLEN 

And hast heart to make thy spoil of me? 
CAMBER 

Would God 1 mii^ht \ 

gi;kndolen 

Thou art made of liOwS and lust — 
Earth’s worst is all too for such to see, 

And yei thine eyes turn heavenward — as they must, 
Bein^ man’s — if man be such as thou — and soil 
The H^ht they sec. Thou hast made of me thy spoil, 
Thy scorn, th} profit — my whole soul’s plunder 
Is all thy trophy, tiiy triumphal prize 
And harvest reaped of thee ; nay, trampled under 
And rooted up and blattered. Yet the skies 
That see thy trophies reared are full of thunder, 

And heaven’s high justice loves not lust and lies. 
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CAMBER 

III then should fare thy lord— if heaven be just, 

And lies be lies, and lawless love be lust. 

• GUENDOLEN 

Thou liest. I know my lord and thee. Thou licst. 

CAMBER 

i 

If he be true and truth be false, I lie. 

GWENDOLEN 

Tliou art lowest of all men born — while he sits 
highest. ^ 

CAMliER 

Ay— while he sits. How long shall he sit high? 
GUENDOLEN 

If I but whisper him of thee, thou dicst. 

CAMBER 

I fear not, if till then secure am I, 

GUENDOLEN 

Secure as fools are hardy live thou still, 

CAMBER 

While ill with good is guerdoned, good with ill. 
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GUENDOLEN 

I have it in my mind to take thine head. 

Dost thou not fear to put me thus in fear ? 

CAMBER 

I fear nor man nor woman, quick nor dead : 

And dead in spirit already stSKid’st thou here. 

GUENDOLEN 

Thou darest not swear my lord hath wronged my bed. 
Thou darest but smile and mutter, lie and leer. 

CAMBER 

I swear no queen bore ever crown on brow 
Who mcckher bore a heavier wrong than thou. 

GXIENDOLEN 

I'l'orn thee will I beat nothing. Get thee hence : 
Thine e)es defile me. Get thee from my sight. 

CAMBER 

The gods defend thee, soul and spirit and sense, 

F rom sense of things thou darest not read aright ! 
Farewell. l£xi/, 

GUENDOLEN 

Fare thou not well, and be defence 
Far from thy soul cast naked forth by right ! 

Hate rose from hell a liar : love came divine 
From heaven : yet she that bo'-e thee bore Locrine. 
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ACT III 

Scene 1 . Trcynovditi. A Room in the Palace 
Enter Locrine ajid Debon 


LOCRINE 

Thou knowest not what she knows or dreams of? 
why 

Her fiice is dark and wan, her lip and eye 
Restless and red as fever? Hast thou kept 
Faith? 

DBBON 

Has my master found my faith a lie 
Once all these years through ? have I strayed or slept 
Once, when he bade me watch ? what proof has leapt 
At last to light against me ? 


Weep not. 


LOCRINE 

Surely, none, 

DEBON 


My lord’s grey vassal hath not wept 
Once, even since darkness covered from the sun 
The woman’s face— the sole sweet wifelike one— 
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Whose memory holds his heart yet fast : but now 
Tears, were old age not poor in tears, might run 
Free as the words that bid his stricken brow 
Burn atrd bow down to hear them. 

LOCRINE 

Hast not thou 

Held counsel — played the talebearer whose tales 
Bear plague abroad and poison* knowing not how — 
Not with iny wife nor brother? 

DEBON 

Nought avails 

Falsehood : and truth it is, the king of Wales 
So plied me, sir, with force of craft and threat — 

LOCRINE 

• 

That thou, whose faith sw'-erves never, flags nor fails 
Nor falters, being as stars are loyal, yet 
Wast found as those that fall from heaven, forget 
Their station, shoot and shudder down to death 
Deep as the pit of hell ? W’hat snares were set 
To lake thy soul — what mist of treji^onous breath 
M*ide blind in thee the sense that quickenelh 
In true men’s inward eyesight, when they know 
Aj)d know not how they know the word it saith, 

The wai ning word that whispers loud or low — 

I ask not ; be it enough these things are so. 

Thou hast played me false. 

DEBON 

^ Nay, now this long time since 

We have seen the queen’s face wan with wrath and 
woe — 
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Have seen her lip writhe and her eyelid wince 
To take men’s homage — proof that might convince 
Of grief inexpiable and insatiate shame 
Her spirit in all men’s judgment. 

LOCRINE 

But the prince — 

My brother, whom th^u knowest by proof, not fame, 
A coward whose heart is all a flickering flame 
That fain would burn and dares not — whence had he 
The poison that he gave her ? Speak : this came 
By chance -mishap —most haplessly for thee 
Who hadst my heart in thine, and madest of me 
No more than might for folly’s sake or fear’s 
Be bared for even such eyes as his to see ? 

Old friend that wast, I would not see ^^hy tears. 

God comfort thy dishonour \ 

DEBON 


Have I not served thee ? 


All these years 


LOCRlNt: 

Vea. So cheer thee now. 


DEBON 

Cheered be the traiUir, wJiom the true man cheers ? 
Nay, smite me : God can be not such as thou, 

And will not damn me with forgiveness. How , 
Hast thou such heart, to comfort such as me? 
God’s thunder were less fearful than the brow 
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That frowns not on thy friend found false to thee. 
Thy friend— thou said*st — thy friend. Strange 
friends are wo. 

Nay, slay me then — nay, slay me rather. 

LOCRINE 

Friend, 

Take comfort. God’s wide-rcfjching will shall be 
Here as of old accomplished, though it blend 
All good with ill that none may mar or mend. 

Th\ works and mine are ripples on the sea. 

Take heart, 1 say ; we know not yet their end. 

1 Examt. 


SchNK 11. Caroms of the Palace 
Enter CAMBiiK (wd Mad.'VN 
t AMULR 

Hath no man seen thee? 

MAOAN 

Had he seen, and spoken, 
Uis head slunild lose its tongue. I am fat away 
hi Cornwall. 


CAMBER 

. Whoic the fuMit of war is broken 

lb Ihc onset of tin force— the rebel fra\ 
Shaiicieii. Had no man— cansl thou surely say? 
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Knowledge betimes, to give us knowledge here— 

Us babblers, tongues make quick with fraud and 
fear — 

That thou wast bound from Cornwall hither ? 

• MADAN 

None, 

I think, who knowing of steel and fire and cord 
That they can smite and burn and strangle one 
Would loose without leave of his parting lord 
The longue that else were sharper than a sword * 

To cut the throat it sprang from. 

CAMBru 

Nephew mine, 

I have ever loved thee —not thy sire l.f>crine 
More — and for very and only love of thee 
Have I desired, or ever even thy mother 
Eeheld thee, here to know of thee and me 
Which loves her best - her and thy sire my l>rotlRT. 


MADAN 

He being away, far hence —and so none other — 
Not ho— should share the knowledge? 


He. 


CAMBER 


Surelx not 

Knowest thou whither hence he went ? 


MAHAN 


(ild wot, 

No : haply tow'ard some hidden paramour. 

VOL. V, F 
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CAMBER 

And that should set not, for thy mother’s sake, 

And thine, the heart in thee on fire ? 

MADAN 

An hour 

Is less than even the time wher^'in we take 
Hrcalh to let loose the word that fain would break, 
And cannot, cvcmi for passion, — if we set 
An hour against the length of life : and yet 
Less in account of life should he those hours - 
Should be? should be not, live not, be not known, 
Not thought of, not remembered even as ours,— 
Whereon the flesh or fancy bears alone 
Rule that the s/3ul repudiates for its own, 

Rejects and mocks and mourns for, and reclaims 
Its nature, none the ignoblcr for the shames 
That were but shadows on it -shed but shade 
And petished. If thy brother and king, my sire — 

CAMBER 

Ni) king of mine is he — wc are equal, weighed 
Aright in state, though here his throne stand higher, 

MADAN 

So be it. 1 say, if even some earth-born fire 
Have ever lured the loftiest head that earth 
Sees royal, toward a charm of b<iser birth 
A^ul force less godlike than the sacred spell 
That links with him my mother, what were this 
To her or me ? 
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To her no more than hell 
To souls cast forth who hear all hell-fire hiss 
All round them, and who feel the red worm’s kiss 
Shoot mortal poison throug^h the heart that rests 
Immortal : serpents suckled at her breasts, 

Fire feeding on her^imbs, less pain should be 
Than sense of pride laid wMste and love laid low, 

If she be queen or woman : and to thee — 

MADAN 

To me that wax not woman though I know 
This, what shall hap or hap not ? 

L \MliER • 

Were it so, 

It should not irk thee, she being wronged alone ; 

Thy mother's bed, and not thy father’s throne, 

Being soiled with usurpation. Ay? but say 
That now mine uncle and her sire lies dead 
And helpless now to help her, or all ray 
The heart wherein her ruin and thine were bred, 

Not she were cast forth only from his bed, 

But thou, loathed issue of a contract loathed 
Since first their hand.s were joined not but betrothed, 
Wert cast forth out of kingship? stripped of state, 
Unmade his son, unseated, unallowed, 

Discrow'ned, disorbed, discrested-- thou, but late 
Prince, and of all men’s throats acclaimed aloud, 

Of all men’s hearts accepted and avowed • 

Prince, now proclaimed for some sweet bastard’s sake 
Peasant ? 
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MADAN. 

Thy sire was sure less man than snake, 
Though mine miscall thee brother. 

CAMBER. 

Coward or mad ? 

Which mighf one call thee rather, whose harsh heart 
Envenoms so thy tongue towardcone that had 
No thought less kindly — toward even thee that art 
Kindless - than best beseems a kinsman’s part? 

aiADAN 

Lay not on me thine own foul shame, whose tongue 
Would turn my blood to poison, while it stim^ 

Thy brother’s fame to death. 1 know my sire 
As shame knows thec^-and belter no man knows 
Aught. 

CAMBER 

Have thy will, then : take Ihy full desire : 
Drink dry the draught of ruin : hid all blows 
Welcome : being harsh wnth friends, be mild with foes, 
And give shame thanks for buffets. Yet I thought — 
Hut how .should help avail where heart is nought ? 

MADAN 

V’^et ' thou didst think to help me? 

CAMBER 

Kinsman, ay. 

My hand had held the field beside thine own, 

Anfl all wild hills that know my rallying cry 
Had poured forth war for heart's pure love alone 
To help thee — ^wouldst thou heed me — to thy throne. 
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For pure heart’s love ? what wa^e holds love in fee ? 
Might half my kingdom serve ? Nay, mock not me, 
Fair uncle : should I cleave the crown in twain 
And gird Ihy temples with the goodlier half, 

Think’st thou my debt might so be paid again — 

Thy sceptre made a more imperial staff 
Than sways as novt thy hill-folk ? 

L AMUER 

Dost thou laugh? 

Were this loo much for kings to give and take ? 

If vvairior Wales do battle for ihy sake, 

Should I that kept thy crown for thee be held 
Worth less than royal guerdon ? 

• 

MAD AN 

Keep thine own, 

And let the loud fierce knaves thy brethren quelled 
Ward off the wolves whose hides should line thy 
throne, 

Wert thou no cow^ard, no recreant to the bone, 

No liar in spirit and soul and heartless heart, 

No slave, no traitor — ni>ught of all thou art. 

A thing like thee, made big with braggart breath, 
Whose tongue shoots fire, wdiosc promise poisons 
trust, 

Would cast a shieldless soldier forth to death 
And wreck three realms to sate his rancoroim lust 
With ruin of them wdio have weighed and found him 
dust. 

Get thee to Wales : there strut in speech and swell : 
And thence betimes God speed thee safe to hell. 

[ExeufU i^everiilly. 
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ACT IV 


Sci NB J. 7Vir batiks oj the Ley 
Enter Locrine and Ksikied 

LOIRINE 

If thou dkKt c\er love ine» love me now. 

1 am weary at heart of all on earth save thee. 

And ycl 1 lie : and yet I lie not. Thou - 
Dost thou not think lor love’s sake scorn of me? 

FSTRn D 

As eaith of heaven : as mornini^ of the sun. 

LOCRINE 

Nriy, wh.it thinks cvenini;^, whom he leaves undone? 
i siKii n 

Thou inadest me queen and woman : thouji^h m\ life 
Were t.dven, these thou couldsl not take 
The j>irts thou i^favcst me. More am I than wife, 
Whom, till mt tyrant by thy strent 4 th weie slain 
And by thy love my servile shame cast out, 

My naked sorrows clothed and g-irt about 
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With princelier pride than binds the brows of queenv«i» 
Thou sawest of all things least and lowest alive. 
What means thy doubt ? 

LoraiNK 

Fear knows not what it means : 
And I was fearful even of clouds that drive 
Across the dawn, ai\|4 die — of all, of nought — 

Winds whispering on the darkling ways of thought, 
Sunbeams that flash like lire, and hopes like fears 
That slay themselves, and live again, and die. 

But in mine eyes thy light is, in mine ears 
Thy^niusic : I am thine, and more than I, 

Being half of thy sweet souL 

ESTRILO 

Woe worth me then ! 

For one requires thee wholly. 

LOCRINF 

Gucndoleii ? 

E.STRIU) 

I said she was the fairer- -and 1 lied not. 

LOCRINB 

Thou art the fairest fool alive. 

ESTRILO 

But she, , 

Being wise, exceeds me : yet, so she divide not 
Thine heart, my best-beloved of liars, with me, 
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I care not —nor I will not care. Some part 
She hath bad, it may be, of ihy fond false heart — 
Nay, couldst thou choose ? but now, though she be 
fairer, 

Let her take all or none : I will not be 
Partaker of her perfect sway, nor sharer 
With any on earth more dear or less, to tliee. 

Nay, be not wroth : what w^ilt thou have me say ? 
'fhat I can love Ihcc less than stie can ? Nay, 

Thon knowest I will not ill to her ; but she - 
Would she not burn niy child and me with fire 
'J'o wicak herself, who loved thee once, on thee? 

i.OC RINH 

"J'hy lent is datker, child, than her desire. 

' hSTRlI.D 

I tear not her at all ; 1 would not fear 
The one thing fcarlul to me yet, who here 
Sit walled around with w'aters and with woods 
F^>om all things tearful but the fear of change. 

LOCRINE 

Fear Ihoii not that : for nothing born eludes 
'Fime ; and the joy were sorrowful and strange 
That should endure for ever. Yea, I think 
Such joy would pray for sorrow\s cup to drink, 

Such constancy desire an end, for mere 
Long weariness of watching. Thou and I 
Have all our will of life and loving here, — 

A beawnlier heiiven on earth : but w'e sh;dl die, 

And if we died not, love we might outlive 
As now shall love outlive us. 
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BSTKltP 

We? 


LOCRINE 


Forjjive ! 


KSTRIl n 

Kinj^ ! and I held thee more than man ! 

LOCRINE 

God wot, 

Thou ai t more than I — more strong and wise : 
T know 

Thou couldst not live one hour if love were not. 

ESTRILD 

And thou ? 


LOCRINE 

I would not. All the world were woe, 
And all the day night, if the love 1 bear thee 
Were plucked out of the life wherein I wear thee 
As crown and comfort of its nights and days. 

ESTRILO 

Thou liest -for love’s sake and for mine - and I 
Lie not, who swear by thee whereon 1 ga/c 
I hold no truth so hallowed as the lie • 

Wherewith my love redeems me from the snare 
Dark doubt had set to take me. 
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LOCRINE 

Will thou swear 

— By what thou wilt soever — by the sun 
That sees us — by the Jij^ht of all these flowers — 

By this full stream whose waves we hear not run - 
By all that is nor mine nor thine, but ours — 

That thou didst ever doubt indeed ? or dream 
Thai doubt, whose breath hid^ love of love misdeem, 
Were other than the child of hate and hell, 

The liar fiist-born of talsehood ? 


ESTRILD 

Na> ^ 1 think — 

ffod help me ! — hardly. Never? can I tell? 

When half our soul and all our senses sink 
From dream to dream down deathward, slain with 
sleep, 

How may faith hold assurance fast, or keep 
Her power to cast out fear for love’s sake ? 


LOCRINE 

Could doubt not thee, vvakini^ or sleepiii}^. 


1 


ESTRILD 

No~~ 

'rhou art not mad. How should the sunlit sk> 
Betray the sun ? cast out the sunshine? So 
Art thou to me as li^ht to heaven : should iig'ht 
»ic, were not heaven as hell and noon as night? 

And wherefore should I hold mote dear than life 
Death ? Could 1 live, and lack thee ? Thou, O king. 
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Hast lands and lordships — and a royal wife — 

And rale of seas that tire the seamcw*s wing — 

And fame as far as fame can travel ; I, 

What have I save this home wherein to die, 

Except thou love me ? Nay, nor home were this, 
•No place to die or live in, were I sure 
Thou didst not love me. Swear not by this kiss 
Thai love lives longer — faith may more endure — 
Than one poor kiss that passes with the breath 
Of lips that gave it life at once and death. 

Why shouldst thou sw-ear, and wherefore should I 
trust ? 

When day shall drive not night from heaven, and 
night 

Shall chase not day to death ward, then shall dust 
Be constant —and the stars endure the sight 
Of dawn that shall not shiy them. 

LOCRfNE 

By thine eyes 

— Turned stormier now than stais in bare-blown 
skies 

Wherethrough the wind rings menace, — I will swear 
Nought : so shall fear, mistrust, and jealous hate 
Lie foodless, if not fangless. Thou, so fair 
That heaven might change for thee the seal of fate, 
How darest thou doubt thy power on souls of men ? 

ESTRII.D 

What vows were those that won thee Guendolen ? 

LOCRINE 

1 .swarc not so to her. Thou knowest - 
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ESTRILI> 

Not I. 

Tlhuj knovvcr>t that I know nothinj^. 

* I.OCRI.Vt 

< 

Nay, 1 know 

1'hat nothing li\os under the sweet liliie sky 
Worth thy sweet heedinf^^, wdtildst thou think but so, 
Sa\c l(jve~ -wlierew'ith tluui scest thy world fulfilled. 


liSTKIM) 

Ay,~' would I soe but with thine eyes. 


Kstrild ! 


LOCKING 

Kstrild, 


EStKILD 


No soft reilerancc of niy name 
Can sin^ my sorrow down that comes and j^'oes 
And colours hope with fear and love with shame. 
Rose hast thou called me ; were I like the rose, 
n.ippier ux’re I than woman : she sur\i\es 
Ni>t by one hour, like us of longer lives. 

The sun she lives in and the love he gives 
And takes awaj : hut we, when love grows sere, 
Live } Jt, while trust in love no longer lives, 

Nt'r uiink for comfort with the dying year 
Death, 


LOCRINE 

Wouldst thou drink forgetfulness for wine 
To heal thine heait of love toward me? 
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Locrine, 

Locrine 1 

locrine 

Thou wouldsi not : do not mock me then, 
Sayinjc out of evil hearty, in evil jest, 

Thy trust is dead to meward. 

LSTKILD 

Kin^ of men, 

Wouldst Ihou, being only of all men lordliest, 

Be lord of women’s tboughls and loving leais. 
Nay, wert thvm less than lord ot worlds and years. 
Of stars and suns and seasons, couldst fhou dream 
To take such empire on ths’e? 


locrinf 

Nay, not 1 — 

No more than she there playing beside the stream 
To slip within a stormier stream and die 


kstrilo 


She runs too near the brink. Sabrina ! 


locrine 

St'*?, 

Her hands are lily-ladt*n : let them be 
A fliower-sweet symbol for us. 
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Enter Sabrina 

SABRINA 

Sire 1 O sire, 

See what fresh flowers — you knew not these before— 

The springs has broiigfht, to serve iny heart’s desire, 

Forth of the river’s barren bed ! no more 

Will 1 rebuke these Ivinks for^slerile sloth 

When spring restores the woodlands. my troth, 

1 hoped not, when you came agfain, to bring 

So large a irihiile worth so full a smile. 

LOCKINE 

Child ! how should 1 to thee pa} Irlbiite? 

, KSTKII i> 

King, 

Thou hast not kissed her. 


JAX UINh 

Hare my lips defile 

Heaven ? O my lo\e, in sight of her and thee 
1 marvel how the sun should look on me 
And spare to luin his beams to fire. 


FSTKJLU 

Hears, and is tioubled. 


The child 


.S.\BRINA 

Did I wrong, to .say 

* Sire * ? but \ou bade mo say si>. He is mild, 
And will not v hidc me. Father ! 
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Hear’st thou ? 

LOCRINB 

Yea — 

* I hear* I would the world beyond our si^ht 
Were dead as worlds forg'otfen. 

t 

ESTRILD 

Wouldst thou fright 

Her? 

LOCRINE 

Hath all sense forsaken me ? Sabrine, 

Thou dost not fear me ? . 

SIBKINA 

. No. But when your eyes 

Wax red and dark, with flaiig^hts of fire between, 

1 fear them - or lhe> fris^hl me. 

LOCRINE 

Wert thou wise, 

They would not. Never have I looked on thee 
So. 

SABRINA 

• 

Nay— I fear not what mipht fall on me. 
Here laughs my father — here my mother ^miles— • 
Here smiles and laughs the water — what .should 1 
Fear? 
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LOCRINE 

Noug-ht more fearful than the viater*s wiles — 
Which whoso fears not ere he fear shall die. 

SABRINA 

Die? and is death no less an ill than dread? 

I had liefer die than he nor qni(*k nor dead. 

I think there is no death but fear of death. 

LOCKJNl? 

Of death or life or anything hut love 
What knowest thou ? 


• SABRINA 

Less than these, my mother saiih— 
Less than the flo\\ers that seeing all heaven above 
Fade and wax hoar or darken, lose their trust 
And leave their joy and let their glories rust 
And die for tear ere winter wound them : we 
Live no less glad of snowtime than of 'spring : 

It cannot change my father’s face for me 
Nor turn from mine away my mother’s. King 
They c-all thee : halli thy kingship made thee less 
in height of heart than we are? 

I.OCRINE 

No, and yes. 

Here sits my heart at height of hers and thine, 
Laughing for love : here not the quiring birds 
Sing higher than sings my spirit : I am here Locrine 
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'Whom no sound vexes here of swords or words, 

No cloud of thought or thunder : were my life 
Crowned but as lord and sire of child and wife, 
Throned but as prince of wobdland, bank and bower, 
My joys were then imperial, and my state 
, Firm as a star, that now is as a flower. 

SABRINA 

Thou shouldst not then — if joy grow here so great — 
Part from us. 

LOCRINE 

No : for joy grows elsewhere scant. 
SABRINA 

I would fain see the towers of Troy no>^ant. 

LOCRINE 

God keep thine eyes fulhiled with sweeter sights, 

And this one from them over ! 

SABRINA 

Why? Men say 

Thine halls are full of guests, princes and knights, 
And lordly musters of superb array ; 

Why are we thence alone, and alway ? 

ESTRILD 

» _ • 

Peace, 

Child : let thy babble change its note, or cease • 
Here ; is thy sire not wiser— -by God’s grace — 

Than I or thou ? 


VOL. V. 


G 
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LOCRINE 

Wouldst thou too see fulfilled 
The fear whose shadow fallen on joy’s fair face 
Strikes it more sad than sorrow’s own ? Estrild, 
Wast thou then happier ere this wildwood shrine 
Hid thee from homage, left thee but Locrinc 
For worshipper less worthy grace of thee 
Than those thy sometime suppliants ? 

ESTR1U> 

Nay ; my lord 

Takes too much thought— if tongues ring true — for 
me. 


LOCRINE 

« 

Such tongues ring falser than a broken chord 
Whose jar distunes the music. 


ESTRILD 

Hut three nights here ? 


Wilt thou stay 


LOCRINE 

I had need be hence to-day. 


ESTRILD 

Go. 

SABRINA 

« 

But I bi^ thee tarry ; what am I 
That thou shouldst heed not whr*^* 1 bid thee ? 
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LOCRINE 

Queen 

And empress more imperious and more higfh 
And regent royaller than time hath seen 
^ And mightier mistress of thy sire and thrall : 

Yet must I go. But ere the next moon fall 
Again will I grow happy. 


BSTRILD 

Who can say ? 

LOCRINE 

So much can T — except the stars combjne 
Unseasonably to stay me. 


ESTKfLD 

Let them stay 

The tides, the seasons rather. Love ! Locrine ! 

I never parted from thee, nor shall part, 

Save with a fire more keen than file at heart : 

But now the pang that wrings me, soul and sen^-c, 
And turns fair day to darkness deep as hell, 

Warns me, the word that seals thy parting hence ' 
‘ Farewell ' — shall bid us never more fare well. 


SARRTNA 

Lo I she too bids thee tai 1 y ; dost thou not 
Hear ? 

6 2 
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LOCRINE 

Mi^ht I choo«:e, small need were hers, God wot, 
Or thine, to bid me tarry. When I come 

SABRINA 

Thou shah not see me : I will hide 

. t 

From sig'hl of such a sire — or bow down dumb 
Before him - strong and hard as he in pride 
And so thou shall not liear me. 


So now say I. 


LOCRINE 

Who can tell ? 


FSTRILD 

God keep my lord ! 


LOCRINE 


F.uewell, 

I Excvnf. 


Scene 11 Troyuovavt, A Rooiyi lu the J\ilacv 
Enter (ujkndolkn and M.^dan 
(afE:NDOLEN 

Come close, and look upon me. Child or man, -- 
Fkiunv not how to call thee, bein«- my child, 

Who know? not how myself am called, nor can — 
God witness - tell thee what should she be styled 
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Who bears the brand and burden set on her 
Thai man hath set on me — the lands are wild 
Whence late 1 b«ide thee hither, swift of spur 
As he that lidcs to ijuard his mother’s life ; 

Thou hast Imind nought loathlier there, nouj^ht hate- 
fuller 

In all the wilds that seethe with fluctuant strife, 

Than here besets thine advent. Son, if thou 
lie son of mine, and I thy father’s wiic 

MAI>\N 

If heaven be he*ivcn, and God be God. 


caUvNOOLF-N 

As now 

We know not if they be. Ciive me thine hand. 

Thou hast mine eyes beneath thy lather’s brow, 

And therefore bears it not the traitor’s brand. 
Swear— l)Ut I would not bid thee swear in \ain 
Nor bind thee ere lliine own soul unclcrslaud, 

ICic thine own heart be inollcn with my pain, 

Tp do such work lor bitter love of me 

As haply, knowinj;' my heart, thou vvert not tain - 

Even thou— to take upon thee - - bind on thee — 

Set all thy soul to do or die. 

MAD AX 

I swear. 

(an-ADOLKN 

And thout^h thou sworest not, yet the thin *4 should be. 
The buidcn found for me so sore to bear 
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Why should J la> on any hand but mine, 

Or bid thine own take part therein, and wear 
A father’s blood upon it — here — for sign ? 

Ay, now thou pluck’st it forth of hers to whom 
Thou sworesl and gavest it plighted. O Locrinc, 
Thy seed it Avas that sprang within my womb, 
Thine, and none other - traitor born and liar, 
False-faced, falsc-longued the fire of hell consume 
Me, thee, and him for ever ! 


Wronged thee ? 


MADAN 

Hath my sire 
(aJEMK)LLN 


How ? 


Thy sire? my lord? the (lower of men? 


MA!>AN 

h'oi thy longue was lipped but now w th fire- 
VViili fire ot hell— ‘Against him. 

GWENDOLEN 

Now, and then, 

Arc tuein ; thou knowest not women, how their 
longue 

Takes hie, and straight learns patience : Gucndolcn 
Is there no more than crownless woman, wrung 
At heart with anguish, and in utterance mad 
As even the meanest whom a snake hath slung 
near the heart th.it all the pulse it had 
Grows palpitating poison. Wilt thou know 
WheiK e ? 



SCENH llj 


LOCRINE 


S7 


MAOAN 

Could I heal it, then mine own w^ere glad. 
GUENDOLEX 

What think’st thou were the bitterest WTong, the woe 
Least bearable by woman, worst of all 
That man might lay upon her ? Nay, thou art slow : 
Speak : though thou^speak but folly. Silent? Call 
To mind whatso thou hast ever heard of ill 
Most monstrous, that should turn to fire and gall 
The milk and blood of maid or mother'— still 
Thou shalt not find, I think, what he hath done — 
What I endure, and die not. For my will 
It is that holds me yet alive, O son. 

Till all my wrong be wroken, here to keep 
Fast watch, a living soul before the sltn, 

Anhungered and athirst for night and sleep, 

That will not slake the ravin of her thirst 
Nor quench her tire ot hunger, till she reap 
The harvest loved of all men, last as first — 
Vengeance, 

MADAN 

What WTong is this he hath done thee? Words 
Arc cdgeless wciipons : live we blest or curst, 

No jot the more of e^il or good engirds 
The life with bitterest curses compassed round 
Or girt about with blessing. Hinds and herds 
Wage threats and brawl and wrangle : wi/id and 
sound 

Suffice their souls for vengeance : wc require • 
Deeds, and till place for these and time be found 
Silence. What bids thee bid me slay my siic? 
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GUENDOLEN 

( praise the y^ods that j>avc me thee : thine heart 
Is none of his, no cliang^elin^’s in desire, 

No coward’s as who bci^at thee : mine thou art 
All, and mine only. Lend me now thine eai : 

Thou k no west — 

MAD AN f 

VVhal aiij^uish holds thy lips apart 
And St f ikes thee silent ? Ain I hi'iind to liear 
What tliou to spe.ik art bound not ? 

GUENDOLEN 

IK>w in\ lord, 

Our lord, thy spe- the kini^ whose throne is here 
Ituperial —smote and drove the wolf-hke horde 
'rihU iaf;ed .ij^ainst us from the ra^inj,^ east, 

And how (heir chief sank in the unsounded loid 
lie thought to trriveise, till the flooils iiu leased 
Ai^Minst him, and lie perished : and Loenne 
bound in his camp for sovereit;'!] spoil to feast 
The sense of power with lustier joy than wine 
A woni.in — I)t>si thou mock me? 

MADAN 

And a fair 

Woman, if all men lie not, mother mine - 
1 have heard so much. And then? 

, GUENDOLEN 


Mock me ? 


Thou dost not dare 
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MADAN 

I know not what should make thee mad 
Though this and worse» howbeit it irk thee, were. 

Art thou discrowned, dethroned, disrobed, unclad 
Of empire ? art thou powerless, bloodless, old ? 

This were some hurt : but now— -thou shouldst be 
S^lad ^ 

To take this chance upon thee, and to hold 
So lar^e a lordly happiness in hand 
As when my lathers and thy lord’s is cold 
Shall leave in thine the sway of all this land. 


('.r t:\noi.ivx 

And thou? no she-wolt whelps upon the wold 
Whose brood is like th) niolhers. 


M\n\\ 


A man lh) son befoie thee. 


Nay — 1 stand 


ta hxnoi KN 

And a bold 

Man : is thine heart fiesh, oi a burnini; brand 
Lit to burn up and tuiu loi thee to g'old 
The kinj^ship of thy siie? 

MAOAN ^ 

Why, blessed or bnnmd, 
We thrive alike -thou knowest it — why, but now 
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I said so, — scarce the glass has dropped one sand — 
And thou didst smile on me— and all thy brow 
Smiled. 


OUENnOLKN 

Thou dost love then, thou, thy mother yet — 
Me, dost thou love a little ? None but thou 
There is to love me ; for the gods forget — 

Nor shall one hear of me a prayer again ; 

Yea, none of all whose thrones in heaven are set 
Shall hear, nor one of all the sons of men. 

MADAN 

What wouldst thou have ? 

fl 

GUENDOLKN 

Thou knowest. 

MADAN 

I know not. Speak. 


GUENDOLEN 

Have 1 kept silence all this while? 

MADAN 

What tl'*en ? 

What boots it though tliy word, thine eye, thy check, 
Seem all one fire together, if that fire 
Sink, and thy face change, and thine heart wax weak, 
To hear what deed should slriuo thy sore desire 
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And satiate thee with healing? This alone — 
Except thine heart be softer toward my sire 
Still than a maid’s who heart’ a wood-dove moan 
And weeps for pity — this should comfort thee : 
His death. 

GUHNPOLEN 

And sigjit of Madan on his throne? 


MAD\N 

What ailed thy wits, mother, to send for me? 
GUENDOLEN 

Yet sh«ilt thou not go back. 

MADAN 

Why, what should 1 

Do here, w’hcrc vcn5;oance has not heart to be 
And wrath dies out in weeping ? Let it die — 

And let me go. 


CllTNDOLEN 

1 did not bid thee spare. 


MADAN 

Speak then, and bid me smite. 

GUENDOLEN 


Thy father ? 
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MAPAN 

If thus it pk-aso iii> mcHher. 


Ay— 


I'his i 


f.l KMIOLEM 

Dost thou J.ire 


« 

M \n w 


N.iy, I Insi not after empire so 
'Fh.it loi mine luvn hand I should Ijaplyiarc 
'1 o take this ilecd upon it : hut the blow, 

'Fhou s<iyesi, that speeds my father fortli ol life, 
Speeils loo ni) nuUher forth of Jiving woe 
That till he dies in.iy the not. Jf his wife 
Set in Ills son’s rij^lu hand the swoid to slay — 

No poison !n*ewed ol hell» no treast>nous knile * 

"Fhe svvoul that walks and shines and smiles by day, 
Not on his hand who takes the sword shall cleave 
The blood lhal cliui^s on heis who gives it. 


C.l i:NJ)OLhN 

\'ea— 

Sv ’oe it. W'h.it kvies will thou laise, to heave 
'Flu latlici Irtun his seal ^ 

MADAN 


Let that he noiu^lit 

Dt all ih\ caio . dti thou but trust — hcdieve 
'Flu sou’s ri^ht hand no teeblcr than thv ihouglu, 
If that he strong to smite- and iht'u shall see 
\\'n'*eanee. 
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GUBNDOLKN 

I will. Bui were thy musters broug^ht 
Whence now thou art come lo cheer me, tliisv should be 
A si^^’n for us of comfort. 


Sij^ns? 


MADAN 

Dost thou fear 


GUENDOLEN 

Nay, child, nay — thou art harsh as heaven to me — 
1 would hul ha\e of thee a word of cheer. 


MAO AN 

* 

I am >veak in words : my tongue can match not thine, 
Mother. 

I 'our^ wi/h/n\ The king ! 

Ot'ENDOLLN 

lleat’st thou ? 
lo/ces 7vt//i/fi,\ The kiiij» ! 

M \1)A\ 

1 hear. 


E7ifer Lockinu 

LOCRlNfc 

How fares my queen ^ 
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GUENDOLEN 

Well. And this child of mine — 
How he may fare concerns not thee to know? 


LOCRINE 

Why, well 1 see my hoy fares well. 

( 


(iUENDOLEN 

Locrino, 

Thou art welcome as the sun to fields of snow. 


LOCRINE 

But hardly woukl they hail the sun whose face 
Dissolves Ihern deathward. Was thy mea:ii?ri; so? 

g\;i:ndolkn' 

Make answer for me, Madan. 


LOCRINE 

In tin place? 


The hoy’s is not beside thee. 

iiUENOOl.EN 

Speak, I say 


• MAOAN 

God ijuard my lord and father with his t^racc! 
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LOCRINE 

Well prayed, my child. 

GUENDOLKN 

Children — who can hut pray — 
Pray better, if my sense not err, than we. 

The God whom all iHfc gods of heaven obey 
Should hear them rather, seeing — as gods may see — 
How pure of purpose is their perfect prayer. 

LOCRINE 

I think not else — the better then for me. 

But ours — what manner of child is this ? the hair 
Buds flowcrwise round his d.irlccning zips and chin, 
I'hi.s hand’s young hardening palm knows how lo hear 
The sword-hill’s poise that late 1 laid therein* ~ 

Ha ? doth not it ? 


GUENOOLEN 

Thine enemies know that well. 

MAI3AN 

1 make no boast of battles that have been ; 

But, so God help me, days unborn shall tell 
What manner oi heart m> father gave me. 

t 

lOCRlNE 


1 doubt thee not. 


Good. 
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GUEKmOLEN 

In Cornwall they that fell 
So found it, that of all their large-limbed brood 
No hulk is left to brave thee. 

LOCRINE 

iLen, I know 

Our son hath given the wolf our toes for tood 
And won him worthy praise from friend or foe ; 
And heartier praise and trustier thanks from none, 
Boy, than thy father pays thee. 

GUENDOLEN 


Wouldst thou show' 

Thy love, thy thanks, thy fatherhood in one, 

Thy perfect honour — yea, thy right to stand 
Oowned, and lift up thine eyes against the sun 
As one so pure in heart, so clean of hand, 

So loyal and so royal, none might cast 
A word against thee burning like a brand, 

A sound that withers honour, and makes fast 
The bondage ol a recreant soul to shame — 

'I'hou shouldst, or c\er an hour be overpast, 

Shi> him. 

LOCRINE 

Tliou an mad. 

GUENDOLEN 

Whai, is not then lb}- naim 
Locrine? and hath this bo} doni ill to thee? 
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Hath he not won him for thy love’s sake fame ? 

Hath he not served thee loyally ? is he 
So much thy son, so little son of mine, 

Tliat men might call him traitor? May they sec 
The brand across his brow that reddens thine ? 

How shouldst thou dare — how dream— to let him 
live? 

Is he not loyal ? art not thou Locrine ? 

What less than death for guerdon shouldst thou give 
My son who hath done thee service ? Me thou hast 
given — 

Who hast found me truer than falsehood can forgive — 
Shame for my guerdon : yea, my heart is riven 
With shame that once I loved thee, 

t 

LOCRINE t 

m 

Guendoleiii 

A woman’s wrath should rest not unforgiven 
Save of the slightest of the sons of men : 

And no such slight and shameful thing am I 
As would not yield thee pardon. 

GUENDOLEN 

Slay me then. 

LOCRINE 

Thee^ or thy son ? but now’ thou bad’st him die. 

GUENDOLEN 

Thou liest : I bade thee slay him. 

VOL. V. 


H 
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Indeed ? 


LOCRINE 

Art thou mad 


GUENDOLEN 

O liar, is all the world a lie ? 

I bade thee, knowing thee what thou art — I bade 
My lord and king and traitor i^ay my son— 

A heartless hand that lacks the power it had 
Smite one whose stroke shall leave it strengthless — 
one 

Whose loyal loathing of his shame in thee 
Shall cast it out of eyeshot of the sun. 

LOCIUNE 

Thou bad’st me slay him that he mij;ht — he, slay 
me? 

GUENDOLEN 

Thou hast said — and yet thou hast lied not. 

LOCRINE 

Hell’s own hate 

Brought never forth such fruit as thine. 

GUENDOLEN 

But he 

Is the issue of thy love and mine, by fate 
yisLdc one to no good issue. Didst thuu trust 
That grief should give to men disconsolate 
Comfort, and treason bring forth truth, and dust 
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Blossom ? What love, what reverence, what regard, 
Shouldst thou desire, if God or man be just, 

Of this thy son, or me more evil-starred, 

Whom scorn salutes his mother ? 


LOCRINE 

How should scorn 

Draw near thee, girt at)out with power for guard, 
Power and good fame ? unless reproach be born 
Of these thy violent vanities of mood 
That fight against thine honour. 


GITENPOLEN 

Dost thou mourn 

For that ? Too careful art thou for my.good, 

Too tender and too true (o me and mine. 

For shame to make my heart or thine his food 
Or scorn lay hold upon my fame or thine. 

Art thou not pure as honour’s perfect heart — 

Not treason-cankered like my lord Locrine, 

Whose likeness shows thee fairer than thou art 
And falser than thy loving care of me 
Would bid my faith bclie\ e thee ? 


LOCRINE 

What strange part 

Is this that changing passion plays in thee ? 

Know’st thou me not ? 

GUENDOLEN 

Yea — witness heaven and hell, 
And all the lights that lighten earth and sea, 


H 2 
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And all that wrings my heart, I know thee well. 

How should I love and hate and know thee not ? 

LOCRINE 

Thy voice is as the sound of dead love’s knell. 
GUENDOLfSN 

Long since ir»y heart has tolled it — and forgot 
All save the cause that bade the dealh-bcll sound 
And cease and bring forth silence. 

LOCRINE 

Is thy lot 

Less fair and royal, girt with power and crowned, 
Than might fulfil the loftiest heart’s desire ? 

GlIENDOLEN 

Not air but fire it is that rings me round — 

Thy voice makes all my brain a wheel of fire. 

Man, udiat ha\e I to do with pride of power? 

Such pride perchance it was that moved my sire 
To bid me wed — woe worth the woful hour ! — 

His brother’s son, the brother’s born above 
Him as above me thou, the crown and flower 
Of Britain, gentler-hearted than the dove 
And mightier than the sunward eagle’s wing : 

But nought moved me save one thing only — love. 


I know' it. 


LOCRI^’E 
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GUBNDOLEN 

Thou knowest ? but this thou knowest not, king, 
How near of kin are bitter love and hate — 

Nor which of these may be the deadlier thing. 

LOCRINE 

What wouldst thou ? • 

GUENOOLEN 

Death. Would God my heart were great 1 
Then would I slay myself. 

LOCRINE 

I dare not*fcar 

That heaven hath marked for thee no fairer fate, 

GUENDOLEN 

Ay ! wilt thou slay me then— and slay me here ? 
LOCRINE 

Mock not thy wrath and me. No hair of thine 
Would I — thou knowest it — hurt ; nor vex thine ear 
With answering wrath more vain than fumes of wine. 
I have wronged and yet not wronged thee. Whence 
or when 

Strange whispers rose that turned thy heart from 
mine , 

I would not know for shame’s sake, Guendolen, 

And honour’s that 1 bear thee. 
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GUENDOLBN 

Didst thou deem 

I would outlive with thee the scorn of men, 

A slave enthroned bestde a traitor ? Seem 
These eyes and lips and hands of mine a slave’s 
Uplift for mercy toward thee ? Such a dream 
Sets realms on fire, and turns their fields to graves. 

c> 


LOCRINE 

No dream is mine that does thee less than right : 
Albeit Ihy words be wild as waning waves, 

I knoAv thee higher of heart than shame could smite 
And queen Her than thy queenship, 

GUENDOLEN 

Dost thou know 

What da} records to day and night to night — 

How he whose wrath was rained as hail or snow 
On 'froy’s adulterous towers, when treacherous fl,ime 
Devoured them, and our fathers’ roofs lay low, 

And all their praise was turned to fire and shame — 
All-righteous God, who herds the stars of heaven 
As sheep within his shcepfold— God, whose name 
Compels the wandering clouds to service, given 
As surely as even the sun’s is — loves or hates 
Treason ? He loved our sires : were they forgiven ? 
Their walls upreared of gods, their sevenfold gates. 
Might these keep out his justice ? Wha* art thou 
Xo make thy will more strong and sure than fate’s ? 
Thy fate am I, that falls upon thee now. 

Wilt thou not slay me yet ami slay thy son ? 
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So shall tfly fate change, and unbend the brow 
That now looks inort^ on thee. ^ 

LOCRINE 

What is done 

Lies now past help or pleading : nor would I 
Plead with thee, knowing that love henceforth is 
none • 

Nor trust between us till the day we die. 

Yet, if thy name be woman,— if thine heart 
Be not burnt up with fire of hell, and lie 
Not wounded even to death, — albeit we part, 

Let there not be between us war, but peace, 

Though love may be not. 

GUENDOLEN 

Peace ? The man thou art 
' Craves — and shame bids not breath within him 
cease — 

Craves of the woman that thou knowest I am 
Peace ? Ay, take hands at parting, and release 
Each heart, each hand, each other : shall the lamb, 
The lamb-likc woman, born to cower and bleed, 
Withstand his will whose choice may save or damn 
Her days and nights, her word and thought and 
deed — 

Take heart to outdare her lord the lion ? How 
Should this be — if the lion’s imperial seed - 
Lift not against his sire as brave a brow 
As frowns upon his mother ? — Peace bj then 
Between us : none may stand before thee now : 

No son of thine keep faith with Guendolen. 
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MADAN 

I have held my peace perforce, it seems, too long, 
Being slower of speech than sons of meaner men. 

But seeing my sire hath done my mother wrong, 

My hand is hers to serve against my sire. 

GUENDOLEN « 

And God shall make thine hand against him strong. 
LOCRINE 

Ay : when the hearthstead flames, the roof takes 
fire. 

GUENDOLEN 

Woe worth his hand who set the hearth on flame I 


LOCRINE 

Curse not our fathers ; though thy fierce desire 
Drive thine own son against his father, shame 
Should rein thy tongue from speech too shameless. 


GUENDOLEN 

Ay I 

And thou, my holy-hearted lord, — the same 
Whose hand w^as laid in mine and bound to lie 
Thefe fast for ever if faith be found on earih — 

If truth be true, and shame not wholly die — 

Hast thou not made thy mockery c.nd thy mirth, 
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Thy laughtlr and thy scorn, of shame ? But we, 
Thy wife by wedlock, and thy son by birth, 

Who have no part in spirit and soul with thee, 

Will bear no part in kingdom nor in life 

With one who hath put to shame his child and me. 

• Thy true-born son, and I that was thy wife, 

Will see thee dead or perish. Call thy men 
About thee ; bid them^gird their loins for strife 
More dire than theirs who storm the wild wolfs den ; 
For if thou dare not slay us here to-day 
Thou art dead. 


LOCRINE 

Thou knowest I dare not, Gucndolen, 
Dare what the ravenous beasts whose life is prey 
Dream not of doing, though drunk with bloodshed. 

GUENDOLBN 

No: 

Thou art gentle, and beasts are honest : no such way 
Lies open toward thy fearful fool : not so 
Shalt thou find surety from these foes of thine. 

Woe w'orth thee therefore ! yea, a sevenfold woe 
Shall God through us rain down on thee, Locrine. 
Hadst thou the heart God hath not given thee — then 
^ Our blood might run before thy feet like wine 
And wash thy way toward sin in sight of men 
j Smooth, soft, and safe. But if thou shed it not — 

\ If Madan live to look on Guendolen 
I Living — I wot not what shall be — I wot 
^ What shall not — thou shall have no joy to live * 
More than have they for w^hom God's wrath grows 
hot. 
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LOCRINE 

CioJ’s jjrace is no such t*ift as thou canst g:i\e, 
Queen, or withhold. Farewell. 


Faiowell, 


GUENDOLEN 

1 date not say 

< 

LOCRINE 


And why ? 

GUENDOLr N 

Thou hast nol said— Forgive. 
» I OCRINE 

I say it— 1 have said. Thou wilt not hear me? 
GULNDOLEN 

• N.n. 

\hx€Hni, 
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ACT V 


Scene L ^Fields near tfw Severn 

Enter on one side Locrine and his army : on the other 
side Guendolen, Madan, and their artny 

LOCRINE 

Stand fast, and sound a parley. 

• 

yiADm 

flalt : it seems 

They would have rather speech than strokes of us. 

LT>CRINK 

This lig'ht of dawn is like an evil dream’s 
That comes and g’oes and is jjot. Yea, and thus 
Our hope on both sides waverin^cr dares allow 
No lig'ht but fire to bid us die or live. 

— Son, and my wife that was, my rebels now, 

That here we stand with death to take or give 
I call the sun of heaven, God’s likeness wrouglU 
On darkness, whence all spirits breathe and siiine, 
To witness, is no work of will or thought 
Conceived or bred in brain or heart of mine. • 
Ye have levied wars against me, and compelled 
My will unwilling and my power withheld 



io8 LOCRINE I [act v 

To strike the stroke I would not, when 1 txi ght. 

Will ye not yet take thought, and spare these men 
Whom else the blind and burning fire of fight 
Must feed upon for pasture ? Guendolen, 

Had I not left thee queen in Troynovant, 

Though wife no more of mine, in all this land 
No hand had risen, no eye had glared askant, 
Against me : thine is each man’s^ heart and hand 
That burns and strikes in all this battle raised 
To serve and slake thy vengeance. With my son 
I plead not, seeing his praise in arms dispraised 
For ever, and his deeds of truth undone 
By patricidal treason. But with thee 
Peace would I have, it peace again may be 
Between us. Blood by wrath unnatural shed 
Or spent in civic battle burns the land 
Whereon it falls like fire, and brands as red 
The conqueror's forehead as the warrior’s hand. 

1 pray thee, spare this people : reign in peace 
With separate honours in a several state : 

As love that was hath ceased^ let hatred cease : 

Let rfot our personal cause be made the fate 
That damns to death men innocent, and turns 
The joy of life to darkness. Thine alone 
Is all this war : to slake the flame that burns 
Thus high should crown thee royal, and enthrone 
Thy praise in all men’s memories. If thou wilt, 
Peace let there be : if not, be thine the guilt. 

GUENDOLEN 

Mihc? Hear it, heaven, — and men, bear witness! 
Mine 

The treachery that hath rent our realm in twain — 
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Minei m^e the adulterous treason. Not Locrine, 
Not he, round loyal to my love in vain, 

Hath brought the civic sword and fire of strife 
On British fields and homesteads, clothed with joy, 
Crowned with content and comfort : 1, his wife, 
Have brought on Troynovant the fires of Troy. 

He lifts his head before the sun of heaven 
And swears it — lies, and lives. Is God’s bright 
sword • 

Broken, wherewith the gates of Troy— the seven 
Strong gates that gods who built them held in 
ward — 

Were broken even as wattled reeds with fire ? 

Son, by what name shall honour call thy sire ? 

MADAN 

How long shall 1 and all these mail-clad men 
Stand and give ear, or gape and catch at flies, 

While ye wage warring words that wound not? 
When 

Have I been found of you so wordy-wise 
That thou or he should call to counsel one 
So slow of speech and wit as thou and he, 

Who know my hand no sluggard, know your son ? 
Till speech be clothed in iron, bid not me 
Speak. 

LOCRINE 
Yet he speaks not ill. 

GUKNDOLEN 

Did I not know 

Mine honour perfect as thy shame, Locrine, 
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Now might I say, and turn to pride my woj^, 

Mine only were this hoy, and none of thine. 

But what thou mayest I may not. Where are they 
Who ride not with their lord and sire to-day ? 

Thy secret Scythian and your changeling child. 
Where hide they now their heads that lurk not 
hidden 

There where Ihy treason deemed them safe, and 
smiled ? 

When arms were levied, and thy servants bidden 
About thee to withstand the doom of men 
^Vhose loyal angers flamed upon our side 
Against thee, from thy smooth-skinned she- wolfs den 
Her whelp and she sought covert unespied, 

But not from thee far off. Thou hast borne them 
hither 

For rciuge in this west that stands for thee 
Against our cause, whose very name should wither 
The hearts of them that hate it. Where is she ? 
Hath she not heart to keep thy side ? or thou. 

Dost thou think shame to staijd beside hei now 
And bid her look upon thy vson and wife ? 

Nay, she should ride at thy right hand and laugh 

To see so fair a lordly field of strife 

Shine for her s.ike, whose lips thy love bids quaff* 

Foj pledge ol trustless tioth the blood of men. 


LOCRINE 

Should 1 not put her in thine hand to slay ? 

Hell liath laid Imld upon thee, Gucndolen, 

Anti turned thine heart to hell-fire. Be thy prey 
Thyself, the wolfish huntress : and the blood 
Rest on thine head that here shall now^ be spilt. 
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GUENDOLEN 

Let it run broader than this water*s flood 
Swells after storm, it shall not cleanse thy guilt. 
Give now the word of charge ; and God do right 
Between us in the fiery courts of fight. 

[Exnmf. 


Scene 1 1 . The banks of the St^em 
Enter Estrild and Sabrina 

SABRINA 

When will my father come again ? 

ESTRILD 


Sweet. 


God knows, 


SABRINA 

Hast thou seen how wide this water flows — 
How smooth it swells and shines from brim to brim, 
How fair, how full ? Nay, then thine eyes arc dim. 
Thou dost not weep for fear lest evil men 
Or that more evil woman — Guendolcn 
Didst thou not call her yesternight by name ? — 
Should put my father’s might in arms to shame ? 
What is she so to levy shameful strife 
Against my sire and thee ? 

ESTRILD 


His wife ! his W'ifc I 
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SABRINA 

Why, that art thou. 


ESTRILD 

Woe worth me I 

SABRINA^ 

Nay, woe worth 

Her wickedness ! How may the heavens and earth 
Endure her? 


ESTRILD 

Heaven is hre, and earth v sword, 

Against us. 

SABRINA 

May the wife withstand her lord 
And war upon him ? Nay, no wife is she — 

And no true mother thou to mock at me. 

ESTRILD 

Yea, no true wife or mother, child, am 1. 

Yet, child, thou sliouldst not say it — and bid me die, 

SABRINA 

1 bid thee live and laugh at wricked foes 
Even as my sire and I do. What ! ‘ God knows,* 
thou sayest, and yet art fearful ? Is he not 
Righteous, that we should fear to take the lot 
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Forth of ll's hand that deals it ? And my sire, 
Kind as tffe sun in heaven, and strong as fire, 
Hath he not God upon his side and ours, 

Even all the gods and stars and all their powers ? 

ESTRILD 

I know not. Fate at sight of thee should break 
His covenant -“doom^grow gentle for thy sake. 

SABRINA 

Wherefore ? 


ESTRILD 

Because thou knowest not wherefore. Child, 
My days were darkened, and the ways.were wild 
Wherethrough my dark doom led me toward this end, 
Ere I beheld thy sire, my lord, my friend, 

My king, my stay, my saviour. Let thine hand 
Lie still in mine. Thou canst not understand, 

Yet would I tell thee sonffewhat. Ere I knew 
If aught of evil or good were false or true, 

If aught of life were worth our hope or fear, 

There fell on me the fate that sets us here. 

For in my father’s kingdom oversea — 

SABRINA 

Thou wast not born in Britain? 

ESTRILD 

Woe is me. 

No : happier hap had mine perchance been then. 

VOL. V. 
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And was not 1 ? Are these all stranger men ? 
ESTRILD 

Ay, wast thou, child — a Briton bom : God give 
Thy name the grace on British tongues to live ! 

SABRINA 

Is that so good a gift of God's — to die 
And leave a name alive in memory ? I 
Would rather live this river's life, and be 
Held of no less or more account than he. 

Lo, how he lives and laughs ! and hath no name, 
Thou sayest — or one forgotten even of fame 
That lives on poor men's lips and falters down 
To nothing. But thy father ? and his crow n ? 
Did he less bate the coil of it than mine, 

Or love thee less- nay, then he were not thine — 
Than he, my sire, loves me ? 

ESTRILD 


And will thou hear 

All? Child, my child, love born of love, more dear 
I'han very love was ever ! Hearken then. 

This plague, this fire, that hunts us -Guendolen— 
Was wedded to thy siie ere I and he 
Cast ever eyes on either. Woe is me ! 

Thou canstnot dream, sweet, what my soul would say 
And not aftright thee. 
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SABRINA 

Thou affright me ? Nay, 
Mock not. This evil woman — when be knew 
Thee, this my sweet good mother, wise and ti;ue— 
* He cast from him and hated. 

iESTRILD 


Vea — and now 

For that shall haply he and 1 and thou 
Die, 

SABRINA 

What is death ? I never saw his face 
That I should fear it. 

ESTKILD 

Whether grief or grace 
Or' curse or blessing breathe from it, and give 
Aught worse or better than the life we live, 

I know no more than thou knowest ; perchance, 
Less. When we sleep, they say, or fell in trance, 
Wc die awhile. Well spake thine innocent breath- 
I think there a no death but fear of death, 

SABRINA 

Did I say this ? but that was long ago — 

Months. Now I know not— yet I think I know-*- 
Whether I fear or fear not it. Hard by 
Men fight even now— they strike and kill acd die 
Red-handed ; nay, we hear the roar and see 
The lightning of the battle : can it be 
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That what do soul of all these brave menj^ars 
Should sound so fearful save in foolish ears ? 
But all this while 1 know not where it lay, 

Thy father's kingdom. 


ESTRILD 

Far from here away ' 

It lies beyond the wide waste ^ater*s bound 
That clasps with bitter waves this sweet land round. 
Thou hast seen the great sea never, nor canst dream 
How fairer far than earth’s most lordly stream 
It rolls its royal waters here and there, 

Most glorious born of all things anywhere, 

Most lateful and most godlike ; fit to make 
Men love life better for the sweet sight’s sake 
And less fear^death if death for them should be 
Shrined in the sacred splendours of the sea 
As God in heaven’s mid mystery. Night and day 
Forth of my tower-girt homestead would 1 stray 
To gaze thereon as thou upon the bright 
Soft river whence thy soul 4:ook less delight 
Than mine of the outer sea, albeit I know 
How great thy joy was of it. Now— for so 
The high gods willed it should be— once at morn 
Strange men there landing bore me thence forlorn 
Across the wan wild waters in their bark, 

1 wist not where, through change of light and dark, 
Till their fierce lord, the son of spoil and strife, 

Made me by forceful marriage rites his wife. 

Then sailed they toward the white and flower-sweet 
strand 

Whose free folk follow on thy father’s lund, 

And warred against him, slaying his brother : and he 
Hurled all their force back liiiriilng toward the sea, 
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And slew ^ly lord their king ; hut me he gave 
Grace^ and received not as a wandering slave. 

But one whom seeing he loved for pity : why 
Should else a sad strange woman such as I 
Find in his fair sight favour ? and for me 
He built the bower wherein I bare*him thee, 

And whence but now he hath brought us westward, 
here * 

To abide the extreme of utmost hope or fear. 

And come what end may ever, death or life, 

I live or die, if truth be truth, his wife ; 

And none but I and thou, though day wax dim, 
Though night grow strong, hath any part in him. 

SABRINA 

What should we fear, then ? whence might any fear 
Fall on us ? 


KSTRll.n 

Ah ! Ah me ! God answers here. 
Enter Locrine, imunded 

LOCRINE 

Praised be the gods who have brought me safe— to die 
Beside thee. Nay, but kneel not — rise, and fly 
Ere death take hold on thee too. Bid the child 
Kiss me. The ways all round are wide and wijd— - 
Ye may win safe away. They deemed me dead -- 
My last friends left — who saw me fallen, and fled—* 
No shame is theirs — they fought to the end. But ye, 
Fly : not your love can keep my life in me — 

Not even the sight and sense of you so near. 
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SABRINA 

How can wc fly, father ? 


BSTRII n 

Slie^ would not fear— 

Thy very child is she — no heart Jcs», high 
Than thine sustains her—and we wall not fly. 

LOCRINE 

So shall Iheii work be perfect. Yea, I know 
Our fate is fallen upon us, and its woe. 

Yet have w^e lacked not gladness — and this end 
Is not so hard. We have had sweet life to friend, 
And find not death our enemy. All men born 
Die, and but few find evening’ one with morn 
As I do, seeing the sun of all my life 
Lighten my death in sight child and wife. 

I would not live again to lose that kiss, 

And die some death not halt so sweet as this. 

\Dies. 


VSTRILD 

Thou thought 'st to cleave in twain mvlitc and thine? 
To cast my hand away in death, Loenne ^ 

See now if death have drawn thee far from me ! 

herself. 


SABRINA 


Thou dies!, and hast not slain me, mother? 
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BSTRILD 

Thee? 

Forg'ive me, child ! and so may they forgive. 

[Dies. 

SABRINA 

0 mother, canst IhoB die and bid me live ? 

Enter Guendolen, Mad an, and Soldiers 

GUFNDOI EN 

Dead t y\h ’ my traitor with his harlot fled 
Hellward ? 

MADAN • 

Their child is left thee. 

GUENDOLBN 

She I not dead ? 

SAimiN \ 

Thou hast slain my mother and sire — thou hast slam 
thy lord — 

Strike now, and slav me 

GbFNDOLrV 

Smite her with thy sword. 

# 

M^n\N 

1 know not if i dare. 1 dare not. 
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GUBNDOLEN 

Shame 

Consume thee! — Thou— what call they, girl, thy 
name ? 

Dauf^hter of Estrild, — daughter of Locrine, — 
Daughter of death and darkness ! 

I 

SABRINA 

Yet not thine. 

Darkness and dejith are come on us, and thou, 
Whose ser\ants arc they : heaven behind thee now 
Stands, and withholds the thunder : \et on me 
He gives I hoc not, who helps and comtorts thee, 
Power for one hour of darkness. Ere thine hand 
Can put forth power to slay me where 1 stand 
Sale shall I sleep as these that here lie slain. 

GUENDOLFN 

«* 

She d.iies not — (hough the heart in her be fain, 

The flesh diaws back loi fear. She dares not. 

SABRINA 

See ! 

I change no more of warring w’^ords with thee. 

O father , O my mother , here am I : 

They hurt me not who can but bid me die. 

into the river ^ 

GlTNDOLnN 


Save her ! God pai don me ! 
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MADAN 

The water whirls; 

Down out of sight her tender face, and hurls 
Her soft light limbs to deathward. God forgive— 
Thee, sayest thou, mother? Wouldst thou bid her 
live ? 


OULNDOLBN 

What have we done ? 


MADAN 

The V ork w e came to do. 

That God, thou said’st, should stand for judge ol >ou 
Whose judgment smote with mortal ftre and swoid 
Troy, tor such cause as bade thee slay thy lord. 

Now, as between his fathers and their foes 
The loid of gods dealt judgment, winged with woes 
And girt about with ruin, hath he sent 
On these destruction. 

GUI M>OLEN 

Vea. 

MADAN 


Art thou contCilit? 


GTTFNDOLEN 

The gods arc wise w'ho lead iis— now to smite 
^nd now to spare : we dwell but in their sight 
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And work but what their will is. What hath been 
Is past. But these, that once were king and queen, 
The sun, that feeds on death, shall not consume 
Naked. Not I would sunder tomb from tomb 
Of these twain foes of mine, in death made one — 

I, that when darkness hides me horn the sun 
Shall sleep alone, with none to rest by me. 

But thou — this one time more l look on thee — 

Fair face, brave hand, weak heart that wast not mine — 
Sleep sound— and God be good to thee, Locrine. 

1 was not. She was fail as heaven in spring 
Whom I hou didst love indeed. Sleep, queen and king. 
Forgiven ; and if —God knows — being dead, ye live, 
And keep remembrance yet ol me— lorgive. 

[£xfUfU. 
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DEDICATION 


1 

Between the sea-cliffs and the sea there sleeps 
A garden w^alled about with woodland, fair 
As dreams that die or da>s that memory keeps 
Alive in holier light and lovelier air 
Than clothed them round long since and blessed 
them there 

With less benignant blessing, set less fast 
For seal on spirit and sense, than time has cast 
For all time on the dead and deathless past. 


II 

Beneath the trellised flowers the flowers that shine 
And lighten all the lustrous length ol \\a} 

From terrace up to terrace bear me sign 
And keep me record how no word could say • 
What perfect pleasure of how pure a day 
A child's remembrance or a child's delight 
Drank deep in dreams of, or in present sight 
Exulted as the sunrise in its might. 
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The shadowed lawns, the shadowing pin^js, the ways 
That wind and wander through a world of flowers^ 
The radiant orchard where the glad sun’s gaze 
Dwells, and makes most of all his happiest hours, 
The field that laughs beneath the cliff that towers. 
The splendour of the slumber that enthralls 
With sunbright peace the world within their walls, 
Are symbols yet of years that love recalls. 

IV 

But scarce the sovereign symbol of the sea, 

That clasps about the loveliest land alive 
With loveliness more wonderful, may be 

Fit sign to show what radiant dreams survive 
Of suns that set not with the years that drive 
Like mists before the blast of dawn, but still 
Through clouds and gusts of change that chafe and 
chill < 

Lift up the light that mocks their wrathful will. 


A light unshaken of the wind of time 
That laughs upon the thunder and the threat 
Of years that thicken and of clouds that climb 
To put the stars out that they see not set, 

And bid sweet memory’s rapturous faith forget. 
But not the lightning shafts of change can slay 
The life of light that dies not with the day, 

The glad live past that cannot pass away. 
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VI 

The many-coloured joys of dawn and noon 
That lit with love a child’s life and a boy’s, 

And kept a man’s in concord and in tune 
With lifelong music of memorial joys 
Where thought held life and dream in equipoise, 
Even now make chilc^and boy and man seem one, 
And days that dawned beneath the last year’s sun 
As days that even ere childhood died were done. 


VII 

The sun to sport in and the cliffs to scale, 

The sea to clasp and wrestle with, till breath 
For rapture more than weariness woulcf fail, 
All-golden gifts of dawn, whose record saith 
That time nor change may turn their life to death, 
Live not in loving thought alone, though there 
The life they live be love|jcr than they were 
When clothed in present light and actual air. 


\'iii 

Sun, moon, and stars behold the land and sea 
No less than ever lovely, bright as hope 
Could hover, or as happiness can be : 

Fair as of old the lawns to sunward slope, * 
The fields to seaward slant and close and ope : 
But where of old from strong and sleepless wells 
The exulting fountains fed their shapely shells, 
Where light once dwelt in water, dust now dwells. 
VOL. V. K 
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IX 

<• 

The springs of earth may slacken, and thfV sun 
Find no more laughing lustre to relume 
Where once the sunlight and the spring seemed one ; 
But not on heart or soul may time or doom 
Cast aught of drought or lower with aught of 
gloom 

ff past and future, hope and memory, be 
Ringed round about with love, fast bound and free, 
Ab all the world is girdled with the sea. 
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ACT I 

Scene I. A moming town 
Anne and Mabel 

ANNE 

April again, and not a word of war. 

Last year, and not a year ago, it was • 

That we sat wondering when good news would come. 

MABEL 

And had not heard or iSarnt m lesson-books 
If such a place there was as Waterloo, 

And never dreamed that 

ANNE 

Well? 


MABEL 

That it would be 

So soon for ever such a name for us 
As Blenheim or Trafalgar. 
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ANNE 

No. For us/ 

We don't remember Blenheim— and we had 
No cousin wounded at Trafalgar. Still, 

If Redgie had been old enough to serve 

MABEL , 

I wish he had chosen the navy. 


Unhurt? 


ANNF 

And come home 


MABEL 

No'; I forgot. Of course he might 
Have died like Nelson— and gone home with him. 


ANNE 

Home ? Reginald’s not quite so tired of life, 
1 fancy, though he frets at being kept in, 

As to look up — outside this w^orld — for home. 


MABEL 

No. 


ANNE 

Will you tell me~but you will not — me, 
Even 


MABEL 


What ? Anything 1 can I will. 
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ANNE 

Perhaps cannot — what he said to you 

Yesterday ? 

MABEL 

When ? 

* ANNE 

You will not now, I know. 
MABEL 

Where ? 

ANNE 

When and where? If you must needs be told, 
At nine last evening in the library. 

MABEL 

Nothing — but what I meant to tell you, 

ANNE 

Yes? 

You meant to tell me that he said, my dear, 

What? 

MABEL 

» 

Anne ! 

ANNE 


You thought 1 knew? 
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MABEL 

I thought I must 

Have said it without speaking. 

ANNE 

Reginald ! 

And so you really mean to love the boy 
You played with, rode with, climbed with, laughed 
at, made 

Your tempter — and your scapegoat — when you chose 
To ride forbidden horses, and break bounds 
On days forbidden ? Love ! Oi course you like— 
And then how can you love him ? 

MABEL 


Is dislike 

Mother of love ? Then you — to judge by signs- 
Must love Frank Dilston dcariv. 


ANNE " 

If — if I did not hate him. 


So I might, 


MABEL 

‘ Then yon do. 

Fm glad. I always liked him, 

ANNF 

What has he 

Done, that a woman —or a giri should like 
Him ? 
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MABEL 

Nee^ a man — or boy — do anything" 

More than be true and bright and kind and brave 
And try to make you like him ? 

ANNE 

• That spoils nil. 

He should not try. 

MABEL 

ril tell him not to try. 

Enter Reginald Clavering and Frank Dilston 

ANNE • 

Redgie ! You’ve not been riding ? 

REGINALD 

• Have I, Frank? 

FRANK 

You’d have me tell a lie to get you off? 

ANNE . 

You stupid pair of schoolboys ! Really, Frank, 
You should not let him. , 

FRANK ^ 

/ can’t lick him, Anne ; 

Wfc two — or you alone— might manage. 
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ANNE 


)Vhy, 

The grooms must know he should not mount ahorse 
Yet. 


REGINALD 

Would you have me never ride again 
Because last year I got a fall ? ^ 


To Ma])el. 


ANNE 


Appeal 


REGINALD 

Shfi was alwajs hard on me. 


Always. 


MABEL 


ANNE 


You mean that I encouraged you 
To risk your neck when we were girl and boy ? 
Make him sit down, Frank, 


REGINALD 

There. And now we'll talk 
Of something — not of nothing. 


ANNE 


Of your play ? 
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REGINALD 

That*s readj. How about your stagfc ? 


Indeed ? 


ANNE 


But is It 


'REGINALD 

It’s just one little act, you know — 
Enough for four and not too much, I hope, 

To get by heart in half a pair of days, 

ANNE 

In one day? No : I am slow at learning verse — 
Even if my part were shorter than the fest. 


REGINALD 

ft is. 


ANNE 

Ah ! Thank you. 


FRANK 


It's longer. 


Mabel’s I have read. 


MABEL 

As the whole affair is short, 

It cannot be much longer. You should lest, * 
Redgie. Come out and feed the pheasants, .Anne. 

[Exeu7it Anne and Mabel. 
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REGINALD 

How like old times it is, when we came hack 
From Eton ! You remember, Frank, we played 
— What was it ? — once. 


PRANK 

‘ What was it ? ’ There’s no such play. 
There’s ‘ What you will ’ : perhaps we played 
* Twelfth Night ’ 

In frocks and jackets. Might we now not play 
^ Love’s Labour’s Lost * ? 


REGINALD 

« 

‘ A Midsummer Night’s Dream * : 
I know, because I played Lysander — you 
Demetrius. 


FRANk 

Flow the female parts were cast 
You don’t remember? 


REGINALD 

Helena was Anne, 

I think, and Hermia Mabel. 

FRANK 

Change the names. 



THE SISTERS 


141 


SCBNE l] 


REGINALD 

Ah, yes. A^\ friends from more than twelve miles 
round 

Came in to our Yuletide gathering through the snows. 
How quick and bright Anne’s acting was ! } ou two 
Bore off the palms all round : Mabel and I 
Were somewhere shojt of nowhere. 

FRANK 

Will you now 

Retaliate ? She and you were plotting this, 

Must we suppose, last evening ? 

REGINALD , 

She and I, 

Frank ? We should make but poor conspirators^ 


FRANK 

I hope so, and I think so. Seriously, 
May not I ask ? 


REGINALD 

If she and I are friends? 
Surely a man may ask and ansurer that, 

If — ^as you do — he knows it. If you mean 
More — I would hardly tell a brother this, 

Who had not been so close a friend of mine 
Always, and had no right to ask me this — 

No. 
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FRANK 

Then she does not think — she has no causes 
She cannot think you love her ? 

REGINALD 

Can I tell ? 

But this I can tell- she shall ncfver come 
Ti^ think or dream I do, and vex herself, 

By any base and foolish fault of mine. 


FRANK 

But if she loves you, Redgic ? 

REGINALD 

No, my boy. 

She does not. Come, we need not talk of that. 

1 think mock-modesty a mincing lie - 
The dirtiest form of self-conceit that is, 

Quite, and in either sense the vainest. You 
She may not love just yet — but me, I know, 

She never will. I ought to say ‘ Thank God,’ 
Being poor, and knowing myself unwortny her 
— A younger son’s soi^ with a closed career 
Should peace prove now as stable as it looks — 

If I on my side loved her as I should 
And if I knew she would be, as I fear — 

No, hope she will, happier with you than me 
can’t do that, quite ; if 1 could, and did, 

1 should be just a little less unfit 

To dream that she could love me — which I don’t. 
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PRANK 

You don’t ri^ean that you want me 

REGINALD 

I do mean 

I want her to be happy : as for you, 

If I don’t want you be miserable 
It only shows I am not quite a cur. 


FRANK 

You never were : but if you meant me well, 
What made you go campaigning and come back 
A hero ? 

REGINALD 

Six months’ service ! Don’t you be 
A fool- or flatterer. 


FRANK 

Still, you have (worse luck !) 
Such heavy odds — a w'ouiid, and Waterloo ! 

REGINALD 

If I - or you — had lost an eye or arm, 

That wouldn’t make us Nelsons. 


FRANK 


Something like. 
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REGINALD 

Well, you can do that in the hunting-field. 

FRANK 

1 wish I had you in the playing-fields 
Again. 

REGINALD 

VVe can’t just settle ti with fists. 
Hut, if you asked me, as of course you don’t 
And won’t, what slie at»J f were talking of 
La-^l evening, J could tell you— and I will. 

I asked her if she thought it possible 
That two .such baby friends and pla\ fellows 
As she and Artnc had been with you and me 
Could, when grown up, be seriems Uners. 


FRANK 

Well- 

W.is that not making Jove to hei ? And what 
Did siie .say,'' 

REGINALD 

Hardlj. No. Certainly not. 

FRANK 

And then? 

RFGINALD 

Tlie bell rang, and we went to dress 


For dinner. 
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FRANK 

What did she say —if she did — 

1 o make yefu ask her tliat 

SKC-CNALO 

Something she did — 

Ai least, < tnono'nt s8 — *'S' i <ooi And now 
We'll talk no mo* . -rsh ^ . Mind vou. Frank, 

1 didn't— v-OlIU i. .-v i 
J haJ ii.-.! bet au>c I ». b mi're than you 

I n\Mi ; S ' * —she rm s’ v / O e r\ \ ili" 

II i V in iKlp It, 

'Wi. n iiarrxN 'thv 

0-1 ‘ uh it vou sa\ you v*t ’ - 

‘ . as » ' 

• r > j . r > 

A as mean* - doi v . • 

i uu 

» r-,=* •'h, V^MJ > c'Vil hon\ 

. » - SK 

vi ' »«.• dip b * J . Ky jov’t ! she ought 

» 1 • V ’ ou, if '*hv '» -'Vv now von love her. 

** • 

‘?FG»N.\ 

.And ih a, please { r 0 she never ^viH When you 
And she a’^c 1, if vou tell hei '•o, 

\OL. V. 
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You’ll play the traitor, not to me but her — 

Make her unhappy for the minute. Don’t. 

She would be sorrier than I’m worth, >oa know, 

To think of an> sorrow not her own ^ 

And jfiven by her unconsciously. She had 
Always Ihe sweetest heart a girl could have. 

‘ Sweet heart ’ 1 she might have been the first girl 
born 

Whose lover ever called her by^thc name. 

FRANK 

Redgie, I don’t know what to say to you. 


REGINALD 

Say nothing.* Talk about our play. 


FP %\K 

Your play ! 

We are like to play, it seemk, without a stage. 
Another, and a sadder. 

REGINALD 

Don’t be sure. 

My pia\ is highly tragic. Italy, 

Steel, poison, shipwreck 

FRANK 

« 

One you made at school, 
I.s it? 1 know what those weie. 
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REGINALD 

Wait and see. 

Enter Sir Francis Dilston 

SIK FRANCIS 

Well, Frank, — how are you, Reginald ? — ^you let 
Mabel go out — and unattended ? 

PRANK 

Comci 

Father, you would not have me (think how she 
Would hate it !) hang about her like a burr? 

SIR FRANCIS * 

No — no. But there’s a medium, sir, between 
Neglect and persecution. 

FRANK 

Well, 1 hope 

And think I’ve hit that medium. 

SIR FRANKS 

Reginald, 

If you were Mabel’s lover, or in hope 
To be her lover, could you slight her so ? 

UiaviNALD 

L 2 


1 can’t imagine that condition. 
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SIR FRANCIS 

Then 

You young'sterwS are no more your fathers^ sons 
Than moles are sons of cajoles. 


Say, father. 


FRANK 

* Rats of cats. 


SIR FRANCIS 

Eh ! was that an epigram ? 

The point, my boy ? Because we worry you? 

FRANK 

f 

Because we scuttle where you used to spring, 

And nibble when you used to bite. At least, 

You say so — or they say so. 

« 

SIR FRANCIS 

Heaven forbid ! 

Tom Jones and Lovelace were not gods ol ours. 

But if we meant to win and keep a heart 
Worth winning and worth keeping, Frank, we knew 
We must not seem to slight it. * Pique and soothe,’ 
Young Byron bids you — don’t stand off and gape. 
There may be bettf’r means than his, if you 
Love as I trust you love her. There’s the bell. 

• [jfijccwwA 
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Scene tl. In the Garden 

I 

Frank and Mabel 

FRANK 

I may not say what any man may say ? 

MABEL 

To me ? And any man, you think, may say 
Foolish and heartless things to me ? or is it 
Only the heir of Heronshuw who claims 
A right so undeniable ? 


FRANK 

Is the taunt 

fair to yourself or me ? You do not think 

MABEL 

You have the right to make mock love to me? 

1 do not. 


FRANK 

How have you the*right to call 
Truth mockery, knowing I love you ? 

MABEL 

How should*! 

Know it ? If you mistake me now for Anne, 

You may mistake her presently for me. 
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Anne ? 


FRANK 

MABEL 


If you care for either cousin — much, 
It oufi^hl, by alJ I ever heard or lead, 

To be the one you are always bjekerin^ with. 


PRANK 

She does not like me. 


MABFL 

She does not dislike. 

FRANK 

Her 1iklni» would not help nor her dislike 
Forbid me to be happy. You perhaps — 

I canH j^ufss how you can— may think so : she 
Cannot. And if I did worse luck for me !- 
What chantL should I have? Can }ou not have seen 
- Not once not ever -how' her lace and eyes 
C'hanye when she looks at Redj^ie? 

MABFl 


What !— Absurd ! 

You love her, and are mad with jealousy. 

FRANK 

Mad if I am, my madness is to love 
You. But you must have seen Ii, 
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MABBJ. 


I am not 


PRANK 

You need not have an eye to see it. 

Her voice might teli you, when she speaks to him. 


MABEL 

The tone is just like yours or mine. Of course 
We all make much — or something — of him now ; 
Since he came back, I mean. 


FRANK • 

From Waterloo ; 
I knew it — an interesting young cousin. Well, 
‘He does deserve his luck, I know ; he did 
Always : and you were always good to him. 


MABEL 

He always needed somebody, poor boy, 

To be so. 

FRANK 

Ah, if that were ail I Because • 
His guardian, my good father, — good to me 
Always — his cousin, in whose grounds v'o now 
Walk and discuss him — ^and his schoolmasters, 
You think, were apt 
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To ill-use him ? No ; nor yet 
Misunderstand him : that I did not mean/ 

But she who knew him and loved him best is gone — 
His aunt and mine -your mother. 

FRANK ' 

Vc? : she did 

Love him ! she must have loved his mother more 
Than many sisters love each other. 


MABEL 

More 

Than I love Arne or Anne loves me ? I hope 
Not. Hut when death comes in— and leaves behind 
A child for pledge and for memorial, love 
Must naturally feel more — 1 want the word ; 

More of a call upon it— not a claim — 

A sort of blind and dumb and*sweet appeal 

Out of the dark, and out of all the light 

Thai burns no more hut broods on all the past — 

A glowworm on a grave. And you, I know. 

Were never jealous ; all the house knew that, 

And loved you for it as \ve did. 

FRANK 

Ah — as 3’ou 

Did ? I'd have had you love me more than they, 

If it had not been too great and sweet a thing 
For me to dream of. 



SCENE n] 


THE SISTERS 


*53 


MABEL 

Do not dream at all. 

What good Iran come of dreaming ? 

FRANK 

Less than none, 

If dreaming, doubt, 8r fear, should take away 
The little comfort, such as it is-'-God knows. 

Not much, though precious -that your kind last words 
Gave me. Too kind they were, Mabel. I was, 

And am, jealous of Redgie ; more to-night 
Than ever : but I will not be. 


MABEJ. 


You will not. Why ? 


I am sure 


FRANK 

• 

Because I know - I am sure, 
Mabel — more sure than you can be of me 
Or I can of myself- he would not grudge 
Nor envy me my happiness if you 
Could bring yourself to make me happy. 

MAUCL 

Why 

Should he ? 


IKANK 


Ask him. 
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MABEL 

A pretty thing to ask ! 

But, Frank, it’s good, and very good, of you 
To say so- if you care for me at all, 

And think it possible I could care for him. 

FRANK 

I think it more than possible : but he 

Does not. You’ll have to tell him. Don’t let Anne 

Hear you. 


MABEL 

I would not let her, certainly, 

If I were tempted to propose to you. 

Do you think ‘that girls — that women do such things? 


FRANK 

No : but I do think — think, |>y heaven ! I know — 
He will not tell you what a child might see, 

That he can love, and does, better than 1, 

And all his heart is set on you. But Anne 
Loves him : you must have seen it. 

MABEL 

You love her, 

And do not know it and take me for her, s<'eing 
Her features in my face, and thinking she 
Ijovcs Redgie : is not this the truth ? Ce frank, 
Or change your name for one that means a lie — 
I.scariot or Napoleon. 
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PRANK 

God forbid ! 

I tell you wKat I am sure of, as I am sure 
I wish I were not. 


MABEL 

Giire ? How can you be ? 
FRANK 

Are you not sure ? Be honest. Can you say 
You doubt he would have told you — what he won’t 
And can't — had he been heir of Heroiishaw 
Or Anyshaw? You might have spared that taunt, 
Mabel. But can you say it ? You never were 
A liar, and never can be. Tell him the*n 
The truth he will not tell you 

MABEL 

• What if he 

Rejects me ? This is past a joke. 


FRANK 

It is. 


MABEL 

I knew you could not love me. JiVhy make \ove ? 

FRANK 

I love you ; but I see how you love him ; 

And think you are right. He loves you more than 1- 
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Yes, more than I can — more than most men could 
Love even you.' You are no mate for me, 

I am no mate for you, the song says. Well* 

So be it. God send you happiness with I’lim ! 

He has done more than give you up — give up 
All chance of you — he would not take the chance 
That honour, as he thought, forbade. Oo you 
Reward him. 


MADEL 

God reward you, Frank ! You see 
-Jt\s true- -I love him. 


FRANK 

And he will not speak. 
Tell him to-morrow — and come in to-night. 

[H'xeun^, 
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ACT II 

Scene L Another part of the grounds 
Enter Sir Arthur Clavering and Reginald 

SIR ARTHUR 

rm glad you love the old place : to have you here — 
You and the Dilstons— brings my father’s time 
Back. 1 might almost be your father^ though ; 
Yours, or your cousins’ — Frank’s or Mabel’s, Time 
Slips on like water. 


REGINALD 

Very softly, here ; 

Less like the Kielder than the Deadwatcr 
Till both make up the Tyne. 

SIR ARTHUR 

It wearies you, 

Cousin? Make haste then and grow strong and 
stout, • 

And ride away to battle : till you can, 

1 mean to keep you prisoner and be proud • 

1 have a guest who struck beside the Duke 
An English stroke at Waterloo. 
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REGINALD 

Beside, 

Arthur ? There’s no one born can boast of that. 
The best we can — the very best of us — 

Say for each other, is just, we followed him — 

His hand and eye and word and thought — and did 
What might be of our duty. 

I 

SIR ARTHUR 

Well, my boy, 

Did he do more ? YouVe just a hothead still — 
The very schoolboy that I knew you first — 

On fire with admiration and with love 
Of some one or of something, always. Now^, 

Who is it— besides your general ? w^ho - or which ? 
Anne’s chestnwt shell, or Mabel’s golden fire — 

Her emerald eyes, or Anne’s dark violets— eh ? 

You have them both (a happy hero you !) 

Dancing attendance on your highness. Here 
Comes Mabel : have you not a glove to throw? 

Efiter Mabel 


Dear cousin, make Inm talk to you : to me 
He will not ; and 1 have not time to dance 
Attendance on him. {Exit. 


REGINALD 

, Arthur’s jokes are not 
Diamonds for biilliance ; but he’s good, 

MABEL 

Are you ? 



SCENE l) 


THE SISTERS 


*59 


REC.INALD 

You never asked me that of old times. 

I 

MABEL 

No: 

That was superfluous : all the household knew 
How good a boy you^were. 

REGINALD 

And you ? A girl 

There was who loved the saddle as well as 1, 

And was not slow'er at breaking bounds. 

MABEL 

You have not 

Foi given me what you .suflTered for niy sake 
So often — much too often. 


How should I ? 


RE^.INALn 

No, ol course. 


MABEL 

You reniemljer our old rides- 
Tell me about your ride at Waterloo. 

REGINALD 

More like a swim again^^t a charging sea 
It was, than like a race across the moors 
Yonder. 
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MAB&L 

But when a breaker got you down— 
When you lay hurt it might have been t*^ death — 
Will you not tell me what you thought of then ? 

REGINALD 

No. 


MABEL 

Nothing ? 


REGINALD 

Nothing I can tell you of. 

* MABEL 

Was all a mist and whirlwind — like the shore 
Out yonder when the north-east wind is high ? 
That 1 can fancy. But when sense came back 
You thought of nothing you •can tell me of, 
Reginald ? nothing ? 


REGINALD 

Nothing I can te*l 

Any one — least of all, women or men, 

Frank’s wife that is to be, Mabel. 

MABEL 

• And whet'e 

Has Frank concealed her from all eyes but yours? 
You arc too sharp-sighted, Redgie. 
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REGINALD 

Did she not 

Ask me just now what if she knew — she must 
Have kno\A the answer that 1 could not make — 
It was not rig-ht or kind to ask ? 


MABEL 




Not she. 


REGINALD 

Mabel ! 


MAliFL 

She's innocent, at least. 

REGINALD 

You moan- 


MAnrx 

I mean she is not here.* Nor anywhere 
But in the silliest dreamiest brain alive — 

The blindest head cheating the trustiest heart 
That ever made a man — untrustworthy. 

You did not dream or think of any old friend - 
Anne, Frank, or me — when you were lying, cut down, 
Helpless, that hideous sumnufr night ? And now 
You will not speak or stir? O, Reginald, 

Must 1 say everytliing — and more — and \ou 
Nothing? 


REGINALD 

My love ! Mabel ! What can I ? 


VOL. V, 
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MABCL 


Just that again. 


Say 


RFGINALD 
How can it be ? 


MABFL 


How could iL not be ? 


My love, 


This? 


KFGINAID 

How havi I deserved 


I MAI>) 1 

How can I tell >ou Do you tell me 
Now, whit 30U would not tell I rank's wile 


KLiaNMjI> 


I need not tell you. 


You know 


M \BH 

Tell me, thouj[»h 

KhC.INALD 

• I th )ught, 

Between the shoots and swoonings, off ana on, 
llfow hard it was, if anything was hard 
When one was d}ing for England, not to see 
Mabel, when I could see th* ^^tais ] thought 
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How sweet it was to know they shone on her 
Asleep or waking, here at home. I thought 
I could have wished, and should not wish, to send 
My whole heart’s love back as my life went out, 

To find her here and clasp her close and say 
What I could never -how much 1 had loved her. 
Then 

1 thought how base gnd bad a fool I was 
To dream of wishing what would grieve her. Then 
1 think I fell asleep. 


Redgie ? 


MABEL 

And that was all, 


REGINALD , 

And that was all, Mabel. 

MABEL 

• You did— 

You did not think, if she had known - if she, 

Asleep and dreaming here, had dreamed of it- 
What love she would have sent you back for yonrs — 
Yours — how could she be worth it ? Did you not 
See, as you lay— know, as yo^r pain sank down 
And died and left you yet not quite asleep- - 
How past all words she loved you ? Reginald ! 

You did not ? • ^ 


REGINALD • 

How should 1 have dreamed of heaven ? 
I’m not a saint, Mabel. 


M 2 
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MABEL 

And what am I 

Who ask a man what, being: the man he^s, 

* He will not ask me — and am not ashamed ? 

KK01NALT> 

You are more than ever a man whom heaven loved best 
Saw shining out of heaven in dreams — more dear, 
More wonderful than angels. How you can 
Care for me really and truly— care for me, 

It beats my wits to guess. 

MABFL 

‘ It*s very strange, 

Of course : what is there in you to be loved ? 

RE(;iNALD 

There’s many a true word safd in jest. But you ! 
Wh>, all the world might fall down at jour feet 
And you not find a man in all the world 
Worth reaching out your hand to raise. And I ! 

The best luck never finds the best man out, 

Thev say ; but no man living could deserve 
This. 


MABEL 

a 

Well, you always were the best to me ; 
The brightest, bravest, kindest boy you w'ere 
That ever let a girl misuse him — make 
His loving sense of honour, couiage, faith. 
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Devotion, rods to i^hip him — literally, 

You know — and never by one word or look 
Protested. You were born a hero, sir. 

Deny it, aild tell a louder lie than when 
You used to take m> faults upon you. How 
I loved you then, and always ! Now, at last, 
You see, >ou make me tell it : which is not 
As kind as might b^ or as then you were. 






KfOINAlD 

I nc\ei was or could bt fit tor you 
To glance on or to tread on You, whose face 
Was always all the light of all the woild 
To me “the sun ot suns, the flower of floweis, 

The wonder ot all wonders - and your smile 

The light that lit the dawn up, and yotir voice 

A charm that might have thi tiled and stilled the sea — 

You, to put out that hccivenly hand of youis 

And lift up me to heaven, above all stars 

But those God g ive yo^i for your eyes on earth 

That all might know his angel ! 


MABCJ 

There - be still. 

Enter Frank (at a di^/arae) 

Here comes our bridesman -and our matchmakei. 
He told me that he loved me >e?Ierday, 

But that you loved me better — more than he, 

And, Redgie, that you would not tell me so 
Till I had made an ofTci tor your hand. 

A pi ophet, was he not t 
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REGINALD 

Did he say that ? 

rd like to black his boots. 

MABBl 

You weren’t his fag, 
Were you? - Well, Frank, you irold me yesterday 
Nothing but truth : and this has come oi it. 

FRANK 

Your hand in Redgic’s ? All goes right, then ? 
MABEL 

• All : 

1 did not give him, I confess, a chance. 

RECfNALD 

Frank, ] can’t look you in the face— and yet 
1 hope and think I have not played you false. 

FRANK 

Well, if you swore you had, Rcdgie my boy, 
rd not believe you. You play false, indeed ! 

To look me in the face and tell me that 

Would need more brass than nature gav e your brows. 

• REGINALD 

But how to look your father in the face — 

Upon my honour ! You must help me, Frank. 
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f>RAKK 

And that i will, Redgfic. But don’t you dream 
He’ll think ♦here’s an> need of any help, 
Excuse, or pretext for \ on Any fool 
Must have foreseen it 

Ves - I think he must, 
An> but one, at Ica^t who would not see. 
Frank, I proposed to him — I did He is 
So scandalously stupid ’ 

FRANK 

Ah, you kntfW, 

I tola 30U That was unavoidabk 


RIGINAIP 

• 

You sons and dauj»^httis of |^ood luck ind wealth 

M'lke no allowance —cannot, I suppose 

Feu such poor devils as poor relations Fiaiik, 

I think I sec you in my place, 1 mean— 

Making the least love in the world to her 
Letting her dream you loved her * 

FRANK «» 

Well, did you? 


He did. 


MAB] L 
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REGINALD 

1 don't know how I did. 

§ 

MABEL 

But 1 

Know. 

c 

FRANK 

1 can g^uess. He never dropped a word 
Nor looked a look to say it— and so you knew. 

MABEL 

Yes ; that was it. 

FRANK 

When I go courting, then, 
rjl take a leaf out of old Redgie’s book, 

And never risk a whisper — never be 
Decently civil. Well, it’s good to see 
How happy you two arc. 

MABEL 

H ush ! Here comes Anne. 

• , Enter Anne 
ANNE 

T heard what Frank said. And 1 hope you are 
llapp>, and always will be. 
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REGINALD 


I know I not. 


Thanks. And yet 


ANNE 

Complimentary, that, 

To Mabel. • 


REGINALD 

M ibel understands. 


ANNE 

She always understood you. 


Of course. 


RkGINAlO 

Hid she ? No : 

She al^^ lys made too much of me — and now 
Much mote too much than ever. God knows why. 


ANNE 

God knows what h.ippiness I wish you both. 

REGINALD 

Thank her, Mabel 


MABEL 

I can’t. She frightens me. 


Anne ! 
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ANNE 

Am I ijrown frightful to all of you ? 

Are you afraid of me, Reginald ? f 

K^G1NALD 

What 

Can ail you, Mabel ^ What caA frighten you ? 
ANNE 

hxLitoinenI passionate happiness — I see 
Enough lo make a girl — before men s eyes — 
Shrink almost from her sister 

MAUtI 

I 

Anne, >ou knew 

This was to be —if Rcdgie pleased. 

ANNF 

• I did ; 

And did not doubt it would be 

TRxXNK 

These «ire strange 

Congratulations Anne, >ou must have thought 
It would not 

, ANNl 

What I thought or did net think 
1 l^now pci haps as well as you And now 
J need not suieh twice congr«'»iul ate 
Mj sislei and nn brother — soon to be. 
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Let us go in. 


MABEL 


ANNE 

Vou seem so happy too 
That we must all congratulate you, Frank. 

[Exi unL 
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ACT HI , 

Scene I, In Garden 
AsNh and Maucl 
ANNE 

This heartsease bed is richer than ft was 
Last ycai -and so it should be ; should it not ? 

For your sake and for his, I mean. Sec here ; 
Here’s one all black a burninj;^ cloud of black, 

With golden sunrise at its heart ; and heri^’s 
One all pure gold from shapely leaf to leaf, 

And just its coie or centre black as night. 

MABEL 

They call them pansies too, you know. 

ANNE 

• But you 

Musi call I hem heartsease now. Tell me -what 
thoui^hts 

Have lovers that the lovely plain old name 
Would not suit better than all others? 
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MABEL 

None, 

None that 1 know of — nor does Redg^ic. Anne, 
How can we^two thank God enough ? 


ANNE 

Tm sure 

I cannot tell you, Matel. All your thoughts 
Are flowers, you say, and flowers as sweet as these 
Whose perfume makes the rose’s coarse and dull ; 
And how then could I tell you how to thank 
God ? He has given you something — thought or 
truth, 

If truth and thought are not the same — which I 
Cannot, you know, imagine. 


MABEL 


Some 


Ah, you will 

day, and soon-- you must and will. 


ANNE 


I doubt 

That. Can the world supply me, do you think, 
With such another Redgio ? 


MABEL 

That’s not fair. ^ 


ANNE 

i 

I must put up with something secondrate ? 
Prank, for example- -if he’d have me ? No, 
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Dear Mabel : be content with happiness ; 

And do not dream it gives you power to play 
Providence, or a prophet. Is he not 
Waiting for you — there, by the hawthorps — there — 
^ And, certainly, not wanting me ^ 

MAUFL 

* He is ! 

1 told him not to come and w«xit for me 

ANNE 

I cannot bear it • and 1 cannot die. 

p Sir Arihlr 

SIR AKIHUR 

Our Kners arc not here r* Ah, no ; they want 
Seclusion sh.idc and space between the trees 
To chiip and twitter. Well, no wonder. 

ANNE 

No. 


S(B ARTHUR 

The handsomest and happiest pair the) are 
That Iingiand or No/fhumber!and could shov , 
Arc thev not i 

* # 

ANNF 


Yes ; Mabel is beautiful. 
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SIR ARTHUR 

You don’t think much of Redgie, then ? 

ANNB 

He looks^ 

W'th all that light soft shining curly hair, 

Too boyish for his years and trade : but men 
Don’t live or die by their good looks or bad. 

SIR AUrilUR 

You don’t call soldiership a trade ? And then, 

His years are not so many- not halt mine, 

And I’m not cjuite a greybeard. 

ANNE 

Let him be 

Apollo — Apollino if you like, 

Your all but girl-faced godling in the hall. 

He did not win her with his face or curls. 

SIR ARFlirR 

I am proud to know he did not. Arc not you ? 

ANNB 

Proud of him ? Why should I be ? 


SIR ARTHUR 


No ; of her. 
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ANNE 

O ! Ves, of course — very. Not every cflrl, 

Of course, would condescend — to look so hig^h. 

SIR ARTIILTR 

A fine young loyal fellow, kind and brave, 
Wants no more gilding, docs he ? 

ANNE 

Luckily, 

We see, he docs not. Here she comes alone. 
She has sent him in to rest ~ or speak to Frank. 

J^e<*nier Mabei 

You have not kept him hanging round you long. 
You arc not exacting, Mabel. 

MABEL 

Need 1 be ? 


ANNE 

We see you need not. 


SIH ARTHUR 

Mabel, nia> I say 

How very and ,ru!y glad I am ? 

/ 

' MABEL 

You may 

Indeed, and let me thank you. That you must. 
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SIR ARTHUR 

It makes one laugh, or smile at least, to think 
That Master Redgie always was till now 
The unlucky^boy— the type of luckless youth, 

Poor fellow — and now it seems you arc going to give 
Or rather have given him more than his deserts 
Or most men’s, it not any man’s. I am 
Glad. • 

MAT.ri- 

Please don’t compliment. You know I have known 
Reginald all mv life -- and can’t but know 
How much more he deserves than 1 can give. 


ANNF 

She has the courage of her faith, you see. 

M vm-L 

Don’t play at satiio, Annie, when you know 
How true 1 . is. 

ANNK 

Of course I know it, Mab. 

He always was incomparable. .At school 
His masters alw.iys said so, and at home — 

Ah, w'ell, perhaps the grooms did. 

MAHRL • 

One would think 

You did not know him, and hated him. I wish 
Almost he did not — as he does — deserve 
Far more than I shall bring. 

VOL. V. 


N 
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SIR ARTHUR 

Impossible : 

Even if he were — no subaltern, but even 
The Duke himself. 

Enter Frank and Reginald 

»> 


FRANK 

Who’s talking of the Duke ? 
Ask Redfjie what he thinks of him. 


REGINALD 

My name's not Homer. 


No, don't. 


ANNE 

1" repchmen say 

REGINALD 

Dear Anne, 

Don't you say ‘ Frenchmen sav ' -sa} ‘ F rcnehinen lie.’ 

call the man who thrashes them a cur ; 

Then what must they be ? 


^IK \R1HUR 

‘ Try to tell us though, 

Something- - if only to confute the Irogs 
And sliame their craven croaking. 
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REGINALD 

What on earth 

Can I or aiy man— could Wordsworth, even — 

Say that all England has not said of him 
A thousand times, and will not say again 
Ten thousand ? 


SIR ARTHUR 

Come, my boy, you’re privileged, 
You know : you have served, and seen him. 

REGINALD 

Seen him ? Yes. 

You see the sun each morning ; but the sun 
Takes no particular notice and displays 
No special aspect just for youi behoof, 

Does it ? 

•MABEL 

He never spoke to you? 

REGINALD 

To me ? 

MABEL 

Why not? • • 


REGINALD 

He might of course to any one ; 
But I’m not lucky — never was, you know. 
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ANNE 

They say that none of you who have followed him 
Love him as Frenchmen love Napoleon. # 

REGINALD 

No. 

How should they ? No one love.^ the sun much 
As drunken fools love wildfires when they go 
Plunging through marsh and miie and quag and 
haugh 

To find a filthy grave. 

SIR ARTHUR 

Come, come, my hoy f 
Remember — ‘ fove y(»ur enemies. * 

REGINALD 

^ When I have 

Any, ril try ; but not my country’s , not 
'I'raitors and liars and thieves and murderers not 
Heroes i»f French oi Irish fashion. Think 
How fast the Duke stands always — how there’s not 
A fellow ean’t be — drudging in the roar 
Who does not know as.well as that tlie sun 
Shines, that the man ahead of all ot us 
Is lit to lead or send us anywhere 
And sure to keep quick time with us, if we 
Want or if duty wants him — bids the chief 
Keep pace with you or me. And then ju' t think, 
Could he, suppose he had been- -impossibly — 

Beaten and burnt out of the country, lashed, 
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Lashed like a hound and hunted like a hare 
Back to his form or kennel throuf»h the snow, 

Have left his men dropping like flies, devoured 
By winter as if by fire, starved, frozen, blind, 
Maimed, mad with torment, dying in hell, while he^ 
Scurried and scuttled off in comfort? 

^ MABEI 

No. 

He could not. Arthur quite agrees. And now 
Be quiet. 


SIR ARTHIJR 

Rcdgic takes away one's breath. 

But that's the trick to catch young ladies' hearts — 
Enthusiasm on the now successful side. 


M XREL 

Successful ! If we could have failed, you know, 
He would have been -• he, I, and you and all, 

AH of us, all, iTU>re passionate and keen 
And holier in our faith and loyalty 
And bitterer in our love and hate than now 
When thoughts of England and her work are not 
Tempered wath tears that are not born of pride 
And joy that pride makes perfect. 

FKANM^ f 

Let’s be cool. 

1 have not seen you quite so hot and i ‘U 

Since you were flogged for bathing at the Weir, 

Redgie. 
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REGINALD 


Which time? the twentieth ? 


FRANK 


That at least* 


Poor fellow f 


MABEL 

f 


REGINALD 

Ah, you always pitied me — 

And spoilt me. 


M \BLL 

No one else did,' Reginald. 
KEGINMD 

And light and wise they were— a worthless whelp ! 
MABEL ' 

Very. Not worth a thought — were you ? 

REGINALD 

I ’m Miie 

Not worth a tear ol \ours-— and yet you cried 
Sometimes, you know, for my mischances. 

€• 

.SIR ARTHUR 

Ay? 

So, hoy and girl wcic horn for bride and groom. 
Were ihe> ? There’s nothing now to cry for, then. 
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ANNE 

Arthur forgets : are love and happiness 
Nothing to cry for ? Tears, we are told, arc signs 
Infallible — indispensable — of joy. 


FRANK 

Mabel and Rcdgic, then, must be just now 
Unhappy — very unhappy. Can they fill 
With us their parts to-morrow in his play ? 


MABEL 

Yes : I know mine ^ and xVnne knows hers. 


-His. 


\NNE 


And Frank 

Does he stab you, Rcdgic, on the stage? 


REGINALD 

Yes, as I save him from the shipwreck. 


SIR AKlllUR 

That’s something like a villain. 


Good ! 


ANNE 

I’m as bad. 

1 poison Mabel — out of love for Frank. 
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SIR ARTHL^R 

Heaven help us, what a tragic day or night ! 

It’s well the drawing-room and the librajpies 
*Are all rigged up ship-shape, with stage and box 
Ready* and no such audience to* be feared 
As might" ! don’t say would, though, Reginald — 
Hiss you from pit and gallery. , 

REGINALD 


That they would ! 

It’s all a theft from Dodsley’.s great old plays, 

1 know' }OLrii say —third rate and secondhand. 
The book, you know', you lent me when ahoy — 
Or else I borrowed and you did aot lend. 

SIR AKTHLK 

I hal’s possible, you bad young scamp. 1 wish 
We could have .seen it played in the open air, 
lk)ccaccio-!ikO"'-but that w'oiv!d scarcely suit 
With April in Northumbcrlaud. 

ANNE 

Not quite. 


KEGIN.-U-D 

Como, don't abuse our climate and revile 

The crowning county of England"' yes, the best 

It must be. 

« 

(RANK 


Now he’s off agidn. 
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REGINALD 

Tm not. 

But I ask you where you'll find its like ^ 

Have you and I, then, raced across its moors ^ 

Till horse and boy were wellni^h mad with {^lee 
So often, summer and winter, home from school. 

And not found that out? Take the streams aw^ay, 
The countrv winild Re sweeter than the south 
Anywhere ; j^ive the south our streams, would it 
Be fit to match out borders ? Flower and craj^, 
Burnside and boulder, heather and whin — you don't 
Dream you can match them south of this ? And then, 
If all the unwatored country were as flat 
As the Eton playinj^^-fields, it back our bin ns, 
And set them sint^liiTg- ihroui^h a sad south world, 
And try to make them dismal as its feivs — 

The\ won't be ! Bright and lawmy, full ol fun 
And storm <ind suniij^hl, lakin^ change and chance 
With Iauj.;h on laugh of triumph — wh), you kni»w 
How’ they plunge, pause, chalc, chide acioss the rocks 
And chuckle aKuig tlic rapids, till the} bre.illie 
And rest and pant and build some bright deep bath 
For liappv bo}s to dive in, and swim up, 

And match the vvatei’s laughter. 

SIR artAur 

You at least 

Know* it, we doubt not. VVo6dlands too we have, 
Have W’C not, Mabel ? beech, oak, aspen, pine, 

And kedgic’s old larniliar friend, the bi:cli, 

With all its blithe lithe bounty of buds and spiays 
For hapless bo}s to wunce at, and grow red. 
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And feci a tingling memory prick their skins — 

Sting till their burning blood seems all one blush — 
Eh? 


REGINALD f 

u 

I beg pardon if I bored you. But — 

You know there’s nothing like this country. Franks 
Is there ? 

IRANK 

I never will dispute with you 
Anything, Kedgio. 'Phis is what you call 
Being peaceable, is it ? firing up like tow 
And rattling off like small-shot ? 


Can I ? 


REGINALD 

I can’t help — 


KK \NK 

When you said that at schi>ol, my lad, 
It didn’t help you much. 

MAUEL 

V Don’t bully him so. 
Don’t let them, Redgie. 

sIr AKllUK 

* Redgie must be pi\’ol 

Now against jokes that used to make the boy 
Frown, blush, and wince : and well he may be. 
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ANNE 

Why ? 

Is Reginald much wiser than he was ? 

He seems tovne the same boy still. 

SIR ARTHUR 

^ He is, 

1 think ; but now the luckiest living. 

Rl C.IVAl.n 

Yes. 

Tm half atf aid one ought not anyhow 
To be so happy. None of \ou, I know, 

Our brothers and out sister, think it right. 

You cannot. Nor do I. 

SIR ARini K 

A willow-wreath 

For Mabel ! Redgie tufns her oil. 

MA15LL 

He might, 

If she would let him : but ho’il find hei grasp 
Tenacious as a viper’s. Be resigned, 

Redgie : I shall not let >ou go. 

RKC.INALD 

1 am 

Resigned. But if God bade one rise to heaven 
At once, and sit above the happiest there, 
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Resigned one might be - possibly : but still 
Would not one shrink for shame’s sake ? Look at her 
And me ! 


SIR ARIHUR ' 

% 

I never ‘^aw a better mateh. 


MABIiL 

I f)cver had so sweet a compliment 
Paid me. 1 shan^t forget it, Arthur, 


RKOJNALO 

What 

Possesses all of you to try and turn 
The poor amount of head I have, I can't 
Imagine. One think you had laid a bet 

To make a man shed tears b}* way of tli.uiks 
And laugh at hiju for crying. Frank, — Arthur, —Anne, 
\'ou know 1 know how good it is of you 
To wish me jo\ - and how I thank you : that 
You must know. 


A\M* 

Surely, Reginald, we do. 
fioodwill like ours could hardly miss, i tiust, 
Of gratitude like >oiirs. 


« MAnt:i. 

What is it, Anne ? 
Whai makes vou smile so? 
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ANNK 

Would you have me frown ? 

MABEL 

Rather than smile like that : you would not look 
So cnij^malic. 


ANNF 

Let it pass, my dear : 

We shall not smile to-morrow, when wc play 
Trafjedy- -shall we? Are the properties 
Ready- stiletto and poison-flask 

KHOINAL!) 

Ah, there 

yVe are lueky. There’s the old laboratory, made 
It seems for our stage purpose, where you know 
Sir Edward kept his chemicals and things* — 
Collections of the uncanniest odds and ends, 
Poisons and \\eap<)ns from all paits of the earth, 
Which Arthur lets us choose liom. 


To play with ? 




Are they safe 


Are we children, Annie? Still 
Perhaps you are right : we had better let them be. 
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SIR ARTHUR 

'rhe dapg^ers arc not dangerous — blunt as lead- 
That I shall let you youngsters play wi\h. 

REGINALD 

Good : 

But how about the poison ? let us have 
A genuine old Venetian flask to All 
With wine and water. 


ANNE 

Let me choose it. 


Why? 


MABEL 

You? 


ANNE 

I know more about such things. 


Poison ? 


MABEL 


About 


ANNE 

* About the loveliest oldworld ware 

Fonthill or Strawberry HHl could furnish : Pm 
Bockford, or Horatia Walpole. 
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SIR ARTHUR ’ 

Come 

And take your choice of the empty flasks. Don’t 
choosy 

A full one by mistake. 


ANNE 

' I promise not. 

\Rxeunt Sir Arthur and Anns. 

FRANK 

1 leave you to consult tofrethei, then — 

The playwrig’ht and his heroine : that’s but fair. 

\ExiU 

MABKL 

I don’t quite like il, Redj^^ie : I’m afraid 
Anne is not happy : I’m afraid. 

REGINA! 1> 

My love, 

Is any one unhappy in the world ? 

1 can’t just now believe in wretchedness. 

MABEL * 

But I can. Redpe, do be {^»^ood— and grave. 

1 talk to you as if jou were gro,*vn-up, 

You see. 


KCOINALn 


If "on do me too much honour. 
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MABEL 

That 

I tio, you stupidest of tiresome boys. 

Still, you were nevt^r ill natured, were yc^u ? Well, 
I Live >ou not — see noihint^ --diui’t you think 
You nu^lit luoe seen, hrid you hut e\es, that Anne 
Is not - - I don't say (that would he absurd) 

As happy as \vc ire- ro oiie coeld he that — 

Hm not not happ\ il all " 


kri(.i\Aij» 

d.u liiu'. no. 

What lireain is tliis- uhat kuu'uy o !o\e.-> 

MAina 

WelL I iiMist tell vju v‘\ ei ythini^, I ^ ee — 
i wish 1 did not and I ev)uld think 
IL . heart va* fancy --call il either au*i». 

M )Te fiyeJ ori Frank than evei las on me 

KKGINALi> 

Ih ! Vv ell, wh\ not 11 lu' tetn tome to lost 
\i\\ one, allei thiukiiur once lie loved 
You and >oa would not have it hnak us heart 
Quite, would }oa what could vvt 11 In Mil us all 
Happier than this You don’t suppose ho can 
'It) me it seems you know how haiil and -Iraiufe 
It seems to hope or fancy : hut Cn^d i^ra^d 
Ti may be ! It old Fi.ink were liappy mu'c, 

I should not feel I OLiij;ht not now and then - 
To be so happy aiwavs. 
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MABEL 

But you ought. 

Hew good you are, Redgic ! 

REG IN ALP 

O, very good. 

1 0 ''t^e — 1 want — to .’ice lu) dtarc^l <rienus 
lir.pry—wUhoet j touch ot iroubio »>r pains 
To*- me lo tak^. or ^utTe^ Winiderful, 
r not '•* sar t!y — great— hcioic ? 

%i\HE!- 

Well, 

I ih nk you may — 1 think we "hall Bui doi* t 
Be 1 O' 'sb -don’t be prompting Frank : you know, 
Reginald, what I mean 

RECI> p 

j Yes : I lint be ina> — 

VVp). ' rteh-“want a hand nke >o.irs 

R..f'-^vr TMie to help h:m — bring him through — 

Gov h)'r lilt show 

MAI'l I 

Leave w^eJl alone. 

Thai\ aii I mean, 

REGINALD 

You always did know best, 

And al\va>s xviit . I shall be always light 
Now ihat my going or doing or saying depends 
voi . V. o 



THE SISTERS 


*94 


[act III 


On you. It*s well you are what you are : you migbt» ^ 

If you were evil-minded, make a man 

Run from his post*— betray or yield his flag — 

Duck down his head and scuttle. 


Like you. 


MABEL 


Not a man 




REGINALD 

Let no man boast himself ; does not 
The Bible say — something like that ? 


MABEL 

^ Perhaps. 

But then you don't, and never did, you know — 

Not even about this play of yours. Come in : 

The windy darkness creeps and leaps by fits 
Up westward : clouds, and neither stars nor s'un, 
And just the ghost of a lost moon gone blind 
And helpless. If we arc to play at all, 

1 must relivarse my part again to-night. \Kxcntti. 
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ACr IV 


Scene I A sfas'e representing a garden by the sea 


Song {from toithin) 

Love and Sorrow mcL m May 
Crowned with rue md hawthorn spray, 
And Sorrow smiled 
Scare I i hint e f all tin spring 
Durst bctwttn them pass ind sing, 

And sf u( t a child 

LtAe Dul forth 1 is hind to 
Soriow s wreath f>r sorn w s s At, 

Hei cre wn of r it 
Sorrow before, htr d>\vn 
! \en loi lovi s I v< )wn crown, 
Clowned \vi h dew 

mtir 1 real lied i^ in, and spring 
C >wiretl and <»hrank with wonndtd wing 
1) iwo JUt of I 
Majf, with dl hu hvi hid low, 

Saw 10 f iw r Imt fl >w( r*i of *.11 •iw 
Thi m cktdhfrflignt 

» 

I ovi ros( up with crownicw in ad 
Sirihng down on spnngtimi dead, 

On wintry Mt) 

Sorrow, like a cloud tliat flic 1, 

Like a cloud m ch inng skies, 

Passed awa> 


O 2 
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Enter ALVibB 

AIVISE 

I 

1'his way she went : the nightinj^ales that heard 
Fell silent, anil the loud*mouthed salt sea*wind 
Took honey on his lips from hers, and breathed 
The new-born breath of roses. «Not a weed 
'lhal shivers on (he storm-shaped lines of shore 
But lelt a fragrance in it, and put on 
The likeness of a lil> . 

Gslssso 

G \i ^sso • 

Ihoii art heie 

God will not let theo hide th\ self too dose 
Foi hate and him to find thee. Draw : the light 
Is good enough to die hv 

AI\ls^ 

Thou hast lound him 

Thai would have first found thee. Set thou th> sword 
1 1 > mine, its edge is not so lain to bite 
As is ni) soul to slay fnee 1 Th*.y drtrw 

» 

/-//A/' Bia^ricl und Fkvncesca 

* UE\lRKr 

\\ hat is this ? 

What seipent h.iic ye tiod on ? 
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ALVISS 

Didst thou hid mo 

Draw> Neetnj( far off the surety for thy life 
That womenis tongues should bring thee? 


BFA rarer 

Speak to me— me, Alviso. 


Speak not to him. 


AL\ ISb 

Sweet, be still. 

Galassi, shall I smite thee on the lips 
That dare not answer with a lie to mine 
And know the} canwt, if the> speak, but lie? 


t, \L \sso 

Thou kno\ve.st I daie not in Beatrice’s sight 
Strike thee to hell—noi threaten thee. 


\L\ isr 

1 know 

Thou liest. She stands between thy grave and ihcc. 
As thou hetA\eeii the sun and hell. 


Forbeai him. 


lRANCfcSC% 

My lord, 


GM ASSO 

I am not th> lord ; who made me 
Master or lord of thine ? Kot God should say, 
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Save with his tongue of thunder, and be heard 
(If hearing die not in a dead man’s ear), 

^ Forbear him/ 


ALVISE 

Nay, Beatrice, bid ni>t me 
Forbear : he will not let me bid him live. 

t* 


OALASSO 

Thou shall not fmd a tongue some half-hour hence 
To pray with to my sword for time to pra> 

And die not damned. 


FRANCESCA 

Sir, speak not blasphemy. 
Death’s wings beat round about us da> and night : 
Theii wind is in our faces now. 1 pray you, 

Take heed. 


GAl-ASSO 

Of what? of God, or thee? Not 1. 
But Itt Bealntc bend to me 


ALVISF 

^ To thee? 

Bend? Na>, Beatrice, bind me not in chains, 
Who w’ould not play thy traitor : give m^ sword 
What God gives all the waves and birds of the air, 
Fieedoin. 
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BBAlRtCB 

He gives it not to slay. 

ALVisr 

He shall. 

Are the waves bloodless or the vultures bland? 

Loose me, lo\c : leave me : let me go. 

BEATHKE 

Thou shalt not 

Put off lor me before my face thy nature, 

Thy natural name ol man, to mock with murder 
The murderous waves and beasts of ravin, blay me, 
And God may give lliee leave to slay him : I 
Shall know not ol it ever. ^ 

GALASSO 

' Vivarini, 

These women’s hands that here stnke peace between 
us * 

To-morrow shall not stead thee. Live a little • 

My sword is not more thirsty than the sea, 

Nor less secure in patience Thou shalt find 
A sea-rock lor thy shipwreck on dry land here 
When thou shalt steer again npon the steel of it 
And find its fang’s edge moital. {£xx/. 

ALViSE^ 

Have ye '^Irimed ? 

Mine enemy goes down seaward with no sign 
Set of my sword upon him. 



200 


THE SISTERS 


[act IV 


DBA TRICE 

Let him pass. 

To-morrow bring’s him back from sea — if ever 
IJfe come again. ' 


FRANCESCA 

flow should not Ije come back, then? 
BFAFRICB 

The sea hath shoals and storms. 

At VIST 

God guard him — till 
He stand within my sword’s reach I 

FR\NCBSCA 

Pr(iy thou rather 

God keep thee from the reach of h’s 

AIMSL 

He cannot, 

Lxeept he smite to death or de«)dl} sickness 
One of us ere loin M> saint Beatrice, 

Ihou hast no commission, angel though thou be, 
sweet, 

Given thee of God to guard mine cneiii>*s head 
Or cross me as his guardian. 

• BLVTRicr 

Would I cross thee, 

The spirit 1 live b> should stand up to chide 
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The SQuUsick will that moved me. Yet I \sould not 
Had 1 God'b leave in hand to give thee, gne 
Th} sword and his such leave to cross as might 
Pierce through m> heart in atiswei. 

• 

« 

Ai visr 


Wouldst thou bid me, 

When he come*^ batk to-morrow from the sea 
Whcieon to-day his ship ndos to>al, yield 
Thee and my sword up to him ^ 


1 R\\( tst \ 


Th} sword she might. 


Na> , not her : 


AlVISl 

She would not. 


.PEVJRKP 

And keep thine bonoui perfect. 


Fain 1 would, 


M \ IS! 

^ That ma) he, 

When hea\en and lull kiss, and the noon puts on 
The stany shadow of midnight. Sweet, come in . 
The wind grows keener than a flower should face 
And fear no touch of trouble Doubt me not 
That 1 will take all heed for thee and n)« , * 

Who am now no less th.ui one least part of I bet 

[Excun/ 
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ACT IV 


SiBNB II. The ^ame 
Enter Heairicl and Francesca 

r 

BEATRItF 

The wind is sharp as steel, and a)l the sky 
That is not red as molten iron black 
As iron long since molten. How the flowers 
Cringe down and shudder from the scourge ! I would 
Galdsso’s ship weie home in harbour. 

FRANCrsCA 

. Here? 

What comfott wouldst thou give him ? 

BEATRICE 

What should I give ? 

Hndst thou some gentlei maidLii’s mercy in thet , 
Thou might’st, though death hung shuddering on 
lus lips 

And mixed its troth ol anguish with the sea’s, 

Rcvi\e him. 


FRA.1>C£SCA 

I, Beatrice.'' 

BEA TRUE 


Francesca ^ 


Who but thou, 
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FRANCESCA 

Mock not, lest thy scoff turn bacK 
Like some scared snake to sting thee. 


BFAIKKC 

Nay, not 1 

Dost thou not mocl# me rather, kno^\ing I know 
Thou lo\*st him as I love not ^ as I love 
Alvise ? 


I'RANCBSLA 

There is none I love hut God 
Thou knowest he doth not love me 


BFATRICB 

Dost thou dream 

His love for me is even as thinc tor him, 

Born ot a braver father than is hate, 

A tairei mother than is cuv} Me 
He loves not as he hates my lover . thou 
Ma>st hapl} set as m this garden-ground 
Halt banen and ill hitter trom the sea 
Some light of lilus shoots the sun’s laugh back — 
Even in the dai kness of his 4cat t and hate 
Some happier flower to spnng against tb> smile 
And comfort thee with blossom. 

FRANCESCA 

Thou shouldst be not 

So fast a fnend of mine : we were not born 
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1 a Mariani, a Signorelli thou, 

To play, with love and hate at odds with life, 
Sisters. 


BKATRICE t 

I know not in what coign of the heart 
The root of hate strikes hellward, nor what rains 
Make fat so foul a spiritual soil with life, 

Nor what plague-scattering planets feed with fire 
Such earth as brings forth poison. What is hate 
That thou and 1 should know it ? 


KRANCKSCA 

< 1 cannot tell. 

Flowers are there deadlier than all blights of the air 
Or hell’s own reek to heavenward : springs, whose 
water 

Puts out the pure and very fire of lite 
As clouds may kill the sunset : sins and sorrows, 
Hate Avinged as love, and love Availed round as 
hale is, 

With fear and w'eaponed wrath and arm-girt anguish, 
There have been and Iheie maybe. Wouldst thou 
dicani noAv 

This flower were mortal^ poison, or this flasket 
Filled lull with juice of colder-blooded flowers 
And herbs the faint moon feeds with dew, that 
VA'arily 

I bear about me against the noonday’s needs, 

When the sun ravins and the Ait'aters reek 

lustrous fume and feA'erous light like fire, 
Preservative against it ? 
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BEATRICE 
Sure, the flower 

Could hurt no babe as bright and soft as it 
More than ft hurts us now to smell to ; nor 
Could any draught that heals or harms be found 
Preservative against it, 

» 

PRANCKSCA 

Vet perchance 

Preservative this draught of mine might prove 
Against the bitterness of life — of noon, 

1 would say— heat, and heavy thirst, and faintness 
That binds with lead the lids of the eyes, and hangs 
About the heart lil^e hunger. 

BEATRICE * 

I am athirst ; 

Thy very words have made me ; and the noon 
Indeed is hot. Let me drink of it. 

9 

» 

PR#VKCKSCA 

Drink. 


BEATRICE 

The wells are not so IjcdvcnJy cold. What comfort 
Thou hast given me I i shall never thirst again, 

1 think. 

franceVa 

1 am sure thou shalt not — till thou wakl* 
Out of the next kind sleep that shall fall on thee 
And hold thee fast as love, an hour or twain hence. 
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^ [act IV 


BEATRICE 

I tV^ nk thee for thy gentle words and promises 
More than for this thy draught of healing. Sleep 
li^ half the seed of life — the seed and staj of it — 
And love is all the rest. 

FRANCESCA ^ 

Thou art sure of that ? 

Be surCi then. 


BEATRICE 

How should I be less than sure of it ? 
Alvise’s love and thine confirm and comfort 
Mine own with like assurance. All the wind’s wrath 
That darkens .now the whitening sea to southward 
Shall never blow the flame that feeds the sun out 
Nor bind the stars from rising ; how should griefj 
then, 

Evil, or envy, change or chance of ruin, 

Lay hand on love to mar him ? Death, whose tread 
Is white as winter's ever on the sea 
Whose waters build his charnel, hath no kingdom 
Beyond the apparent verge and bourn of life 
Whereon to reign or threaten. Love, not he, 

Is lord of chance and change : the moons and suns 
That measure time and lighten serve him not, 

Nor know they if a shadow at all there be 
That fear and fools call\ieath, not seeing each year 
How thick men's dusty days and crumbling hours 
Kail but to rise like stars and bloom like flowers. 

[£^xeufi/. 
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Scene III. The same 
■i Enter Alvise and Deatricb 
A i \ isr 

Thou art not well at easie • come in again 
And rest the day grows daik as nightfall, ere 
Night tall indeed upon it 


BEATRICE 

No, not yet. 

I do not fear the thunder, nor the sea 

That mocks and mates the thunder What I fear 

1 know not but I \mI 1 not go fiom hence 

Till that sea-thwaited ship’s crew thwart the sea 

Or perish for its pasture. See, she veers, 

And sets again straight hither All good saints, 
Whose eyes unsien of ours that here lack light 
Hallow the daikiiess, guard and guide her ! Lo, 
She reels again, and plunges shoreward God, 
Whose hand tMth curb immeasurable as they 
Bridles and binds the i^aters, bid the wind 
Fall down before thee silent ^'re it slay, 

And death, whose clanon rends the heart of the air, 
Be dumb as now thy mer^y I O, that cry 
Had more than tempest in it*^ life borne dowd 
And hope struck dead with horror there put forth 
Toward heaven that heard not for the clamouring 
sea 

Their last of lamentation. 
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AIVISE 

Some there are - 

Njiy, there is comes shoreward. If mine eyes 
not, bcinfy baffled of the wind and set , 

The face that flashed upon us out of hell 
Between the refluent and the swalloviing wave 
Was none if not Galassi’s. Nay^ go in : 

Look not upon us. 


BEAT RICK 

Wherefore ? 

ALVISE 

Musi I not 

Save him to slay lo-monow? If I let 

The sea’-* or Gtid’s hand sla> mine enemy first, 

That hand strikes dead mine honour. \Exif^ 

BEATRK E 

, Save him, Christ ! 

God, sfive him ! Pcalh is at my heart : 1 fed 
His breath make darkness round me. 


Enter F kancesc a 


EKANCESt \ 


Dost thou h\e \ d f 

* o 


Dost thou live ? 


, Bt\ TRICE 

I know not. What art thou, 
To question me of ide and death? 
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The thing 1 was. 


FRANCESCA 

I am not 


BLA TRICE 

The fi lend I loved and knew thee 
Thou art not. This^fierce night that leaps up east- 
ward, 

Laughing with hate and hunger, loud and blind, 

Is not les^ like the sunrise. What strange poison 
H.ls changed th> blood, that face and voice and spirit 
(If spirit or sense bid voice or face interpret) 

Should change to this that meets me f* 

• 

hllMSi LStA 

Did 1 dunk 

The poison that I gave thee ^ 1 hou art dead now 
Not the oldest of the world’s forgotten dead 
Hath less to do than thou with life. Thou shall not 
Set e 3 res again on one fhat loved Ihce heu • 

No (ace but dc.ith’s and nunc, who hate thee deadlier 
Than life hates death, shall thou set eyes on Die 
And dream that God may sa\e thee : from my htuids 
Alive thou seest he could not. 

A^c-enter Alvise with Galasso 

ALVISE^ 

Stand, I ly • 

Stand up. TJiou hast no hurt upon thee. St md, 
And gather breath to praise God’s grace with 
VOL. V. 


V 
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GALASSO 

The^ 

First ^ust I thank, who hast plucked me hardly back 
Forth Ijf the ravening* lips of death. What art thou ? 
This light is made of darkness. 

ALVISE 

Yet the darkness 

May serve to sec thine enemy by : to-morrow 
The sun shall serve us better when we meet 
And sword to sword gives thanks for swordstrokes. 


GALASSO 

. N. 

The sun shall never see mine enemy more 
Now that his hand has humbled me. 

ALVISE 

Forego not 

Thy natural right of manhood. Chance it was, 

Not 1, that chose thee lor my hand to save 
As haply thine had saved me, had the wind 
Flung me as thee to dcathvvard. 

GALASSO 

Dost thou think 

To live, and say it, anc^ smile at me? Thy saint 
Had heavenlicr work to do than guard thee, when 
CK>d gave thine evil star such power as gave thee 
l\n\cr on thine enemy’s life to save it. Twice 
Thou shalt not save or spaic me : if to-morrow 
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% 

Thy sword had borne down mine, thou had^t let me live 
And shamed me out of living : now, I am sure, 

Thou shalt not twice rebuke me. ittn. 


BEATRlCr 

He gives me back Ahise 


Death is good : 


M VISL 

Was it thou 

Or God, Beatrice, spe iking out ol heaven, 
Who turned my death to hie •* 


BFA TRICI 

I am d5ing, Ahise : 

I thought to have kft— pcrchame lo ha\t lost thee 
now 

We shall not part foi cvli [Dies Ai visl cht r. 

PR VNCI \ 

Wilt thini St nid 

Star-siriick to dc ilh, G dasso Let our dead 
Lie dead, while we ily fleet as birds or winds 
Forth ot the shadow ol dcathf and ItUigh, and li\c 
As happy as these wcie hapless 

GAI ASSO 

She IS she 

Dead ^ Hath she kissed the death upon his hps 
And fed it full iioin hers? 
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FRANCESCA 

Why, dost thou dream 

1 did kill her? 

GALASSO 

Not a devil in hell 

13 ut one cast forth on earth couli^ do it and she 
Shall shame the light of heaven no longei 

[Stabs her. 


IR\NCES( A 

Too), 

Thou hast set me free from fate and leai . I knew 
Thou wouldst nol lovt me ^ [Dies. 

GALASSO 

What .im I, to live 
And see this dc Uh about me Death and life 
Cast out so vile a thing from sight of heaven 
Sue v^here the darkness of the giave is deep, 

1 c innot think to wake on earth oi sleep. 



THE SISTERS 


213 


SCE!^£ 0^ 


ACT V 


Scene I. jIv ante^humber io f/te dnming-^room 
Enter Anne 
ANNF 

To bear my death ai:>oul me till I die 
And 4ilways put the time ofI» tiemblmi^y, 

As if I loved to live thus, would be worse 
Than death and meaner than the sin to die 
The sin to kill myself— or think of if — 

I have sinned that sin ^lread>. Not a day 
That brinies the da} I cannot live to sec • 
Nearer, but burns my heart like flame and makes 
My thoiijjhls within mt* serpents tanked with fire. 
He would not weep if I were dead, and she 
Would. If I make no bettor haste to die, 

I shall go mad and tell him— ipray ti) him. 

If not for love, for mercy on me —cry 
* Look at me once not as you look at her, , 

But not as every day you loo£ at me — 

And see who loves you, Reginald.* Ah ijod, , 
That one should yearn at heart to do or say 
What if it ever could be said or done 
Would strike one dead with shame ! 



214 


THE SISTERS 


[Acr V 


MABFL (nngtni;^ tn the next room) 

I hen s n«i( Krk love & the liA, my dear, 
There s nit bhtp Io\ts the u i, ^ 
Tlitre’s lilt l>cL loves theheilhcr l)clls, 
That iovtsas I iovi thti, niy Io\(, 

1 h ii If vt as I Io\c thte 

I 

Ilje ^^hm shint hir upf n the fell, 

The lilithe ’wf om on the Ict 
lilt muir-iidf wind I'y merry it he ut : 
Its i for lev of the t my lost, 

1 s i’ Or I nt »f th e 


ANM 


For loM of death, 

For love of do tth it is th tl all thini*s li\e 

And riU |ovs bnn^ forth sot tows Sonow and death 

II. us need of Iitc and io\c to prey upon 

I tsi thc> tsH> dis as these do What am I 

Ih it I should li\s \ thousand limes it scems 

1 h i\». diawn this H isket out to Ic^ok on it 

And du im ol dMnt, '»iiiee fust I st»/ed it — stole, 

\i)d \rthur never massed il Yet a^ain 
The thout,dit stiikes hack and stabs me, what are 
‘hty, 

What au they all, that lhe\ should lut,, and 1 
Die r* \ilhur told me, suielv, that this de 
W as p.irt»less sw ift and soft as \\ hen K times 
sink aw u to sleep It sin it u, 

I will die pi a\ ini' foi pat don (xod must see 
I am no nioie tit to live than i i bird 
W ounded to death 
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SCENE ll 
'* « 

Enter Sir Francis, Sir Arthur, and Frank 

bIR FRANCIS 

Well, Anne, and could )ou rest 
Well after murdering Mabel ^ lleie is Frank 
Declares his crimes i\ou]d hardly let him sleep * 
While he who madcpyou criminals appears 
Shamelessl} happ> 

IKWK 

Rcdgic a!\\ i>s w is 

Hardened the plavs he used to inipunisc 
At school were deep in bloodsheil 

• 

SIK ARTHl R 

Let US trust 

That happiness and tge ina> make Ins Muse 
Mildci 

• 

\NNE 

I im Mire I hope so It u is haid 
To find }oursclt so wicked 

SIR 1 RAVI‘S 

Hard oil \ou, 

Ccitainl> Were ^ou tired 

\NM 


Tired? 


Wh> Do I look 
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SIR FRANCIS 

Well, not tired exactly ; still, your eyes 
Look hot and dull. 


ANNE 

All eyes caqnot be brig^ht 
Always, like Rejjinald's and Mabers. 


SIR ARTHUR 

Ah, 

It does one j^ood to sec them. Since the world 
Began, or love began it, never was 
A brighter pair of lovers. What a life 
Will theirs be, if the morning of it mean 
Really the thing it seems to say, and noon 
Keep half the promise of it ! 


FRANK 


That it should, 

If they get onl> their deserts : they arc, 

He the best fellow, she the best girl born. 

SIR FRANCIS 

You’re not a bad friend, Frank, 1 will say. 

ANNE 


fie is not. 


No. 
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SCENE 1] 


«S 1 R FRANCIS 

What your father would ha\^e said 
To my appioval of the match^ perhaps f 
It’s best notfguessing : but the harshest brute 
Tliat ever made his broken-hearted ward 
The subject or the hcioine of a tale 
Must, I think, IiavefjrJented here. 

SIR ^RTHT^K 

But still 

We are none the less your dcbtois — Redgie and I. 
It lays on me an obligation too, 

Your generous goodness to him. 

• SIR FRANCIS 

No, none at all. 

I would not let the youngster tell me so. 

A>/A r Regin \i n aMi/ Mabel 

So, you can look us in the face, my boy, • 

And not be, as you should, ashamed to set 
How much less h<ipp> aic olhci tolk than >ou ^ 
Your face is like tht morning, 

RJ C.lNA^D 

Does it blinh ^ 

You’d sec I was ashamed then. 

MABEL 

What, of me, 

Redgie? It’s rather soon to say so. Still, 

It’s not too late — happii}. 
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SIR FRANCIS 

Nothing: can 

Happei'. that does not fall out happily, 

It .,eeins, for you— and nothing should, i think, 

Ever. Come uith me, Frank : I want you. 

VK - 

Why? 

SIR FRANXIS 

I never thoui^^ht )ou quite so dull til! now. 

Come. [Exeunt Sir Franxis (Dirt Frank. 

SIR ARTIirR ^ 

Tak(i me with vou : I’m superfluous loo. 

{Exit. 

MAUKl. 

Don’t you go, Anne, 


AN.NE 

I will not if you wish. 
M\nri 

1 do, and so does RcdgCe. We have seen 
These last few days as little of you, you know. 
As if you had been— well, an\ where. 


.AN.Nr: 

Except, 

Retncmber, at rehearsals ; and last night 
Wc came against each other on ilie stage. 
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MABEL 

Indeed we did. Is that a property 
You have kept about you ? 


AXNR 

• What? where? this- ah no, 
A— something for a touch of cold I caught 
Last night —I think at least it was last night. 

Arthur prescribed it for me. 


MAD1 i 


• Let me taste. 

I am hoarse I am sure I must be hoarse to-day 
With rattling out all Redgie s lant— much more 
Than 3’ou did. 


ANNL 

No ; you do not uant it. 


M\BH. 


Anne ! 


Awr 

You cannot want it, Mabel 


M \BEL 

How can you 

Know ? Don’t be positive— and selfish. 
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ANNB 

Take No— do not t 4 *?te it, Mabel, 


There — 


MAHFI 

Look, 

how stianq;e a pi Hfy a ’oiii ! Wh), 

One wants .i name to praise it and it smells 
Like miles on miles of almond-blossom, all 
Condensed in one full flowei. it this had boon 
The poison Anne and j'ou prepared foi mo, 

1 really would h;we taken it last ni^ht 
And not pretended, as I did, to sip, 

And kept tny lips drv. [Dnnks. 


REGIN St n 

Does the flavour match 

The colour'*' 

MABEL 

It’s a sweet strange taste, DoiVt you 
Trj , >ou won’t like il. 

RBraN\i n 

Lot me know, at least. 

* [Drinks, 

AKNK 

You do not yot : or do )ou now know ? 
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MABEL 


Anne ! 

What have wc done — and you ? What is it ? 

ANNE 

'Death, 

Mabel. You see, you would not let me die 
And leave you living? 


MABEL 

Death She is mad — she is mad I 
Reginald, help us her and me — hut hej 
First. 

• KrtaNSLf) 

I can haidl} help m}sclf to staiul* 

Sit } ou down b} me 


ANNE 

Can the san still shine 
1 did not mean to meuKi >ou. 


M \nFi 

And }ct 

W’e are dying, arc wx not dfing i* 


ANNE • • 

i meant 

To die, and never sin again or see • 

How happ\ past all dreams of happiness 

You, whom he loved, and he, who loved 30U, wvre. 
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Re-enter Sir Francis, Sir Arthur, mvd Frank 

SIR FRANCIS 

We arc here again, you see, already. Why, 

What strange new tragic play is this you are all 
Rehearsing ? 


AN NR 

Mabel, if you can forgive, 
Say so. I may remember that in hell. 


MABEL 

I do. And so docs Rcdgie. Hut you might 
Have spared or saved him. 


ANNL 


How, and let you die? 

REGINALD 

Ah, how ? She did not mean it. 


Forgive me ? 


ANNE 


And do you 


REGINALD 

Surely, 1 am one with her, 
And she foigi\cs. 
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SIR ARIHUR 

They are dying indeed And she 

Has killed them 

RBGINAl D 

She did not mean 


She did not 


* MABEl 


Indicdf 


SIR rR\NLlS 

Goil in heaven * VVl, il dream is thisr^ 


• WNh 

God help mt ^ But God will not 1 mlisl die 
Alone, if they forgive me I must die \AkiI 

RroiN un 

It w IS a tfrihlt Uiidt*U vou stc- 
W as it not, Mab^l I hit is dl we know 

M \M] L 

All 

i KASK* 

Bcdgic, will vou sptak ti» mi ^ 

RFGINAI n 

(if d 

hiank -dcai old I lank— my brolhu and heis \nd 
you, 
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[act V 


Good night, dear Arthur. Think we are going to 
see 

Our mother, Mabel — Frank’s and ours. 


. MABEL 

I will. 

But, Reginald, liow hard it is to go ! 


RI cavAi I) 

We ha\e been so happy, darling, let us die 
Thinking of that, and thanking (xod. 

M Vi 1 1 

Kiss Ah, Redgn. ’ 

Rtors VI n 
Mabel ’ J a.n hcie \Du\. 

SIR VRriUK 


I will 


'J hey could have lived 1 o h ippiei than lhe> die. 
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DEDICATION 
To A13RELIO SAFI* I 


Year after year has fallen on sleep, till chanpe 
Hath seen the foufth part of a century fade, 

Since you, a guest to whom the vales wfre strange 
Where Isis whispers to the murmuring shade 
'Above her face by winds and willows made, 

And I, elate at heart with reverence, met. 

Change must give place to death ere I forget 
The pride that change of years has qucnchad ii^t yet. 


II 

Pride from profoundest humbleness of heart 
Born, self^uplift at once and*seif-subducd, 

Glowed, seeing his face whose hand had borne such part 
In so sublime and strange vicissitude 
As then filled all faint hearts with hope icnewed 
To think upon, and triumph ; though the time • 
Were dense and foul with darkness cast from crime 
Across the heights that hope was fain to climb. 

g 2 
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Hope that had risen, a sun to match the sun 
That fills and feeds all Italy with light, 

Had At, and left the crowning work undone 
^'hat raised up Rome out of the shallow of night : 
Yet so to have won the worst, to have fought the 
fight, 

Seemed, as above the grave of*hope cast down 
Stood faith, and '^miled against the whole world's 
frown, 

A conquest lordlier than the conqueror's crown. 

IV 

To have won the worst that chance could give, and 
worn • 

'I’he wreath of adverse fortune as a sign 
More bright than binds the hrous of victory* borne 
Higher than all trophies borne of tyrants shine — 
What lordlier gift than this, wh^at more divine, 

Can earth or heaven make manifest, and bid 
Men’s hearts bow down and •honour ? Fate lies hid, 
But not the work that true men dared and did. 

V 

The years have given .ind taken away since then 
More than v’as theq ftireseen of liope or fear. 

Fallen are the towers of empire : all the men 
Whose names made faint the heart of the earth to 
hear • 

Are broken as the trust thev held so dear 
W'ho put their trust in princes ; and the un 
Sees Italy, as he in heav'cn is, one ; 

But sees not him who spake, an<l this was done. 
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VI 

Not by the wise man*s wir, the strong- man’s hand, 
By swordsman’s or by statesman's craft or#night, 
Sprang life a^ain where life had left the land, ^ 
And light where hope nor memory now saw light : 
Not first nor most by grace of these was night 
Cast out, and darknAs driven before the dtiy 
Far as a bat tie-broken host s array 
Flies, and no force that tain would stay it can stay. 


VII 

One spirit alone, onij soul more strong than fate. 

One heart whose he, it was as the sundawn’s fnv, 
Fed first with flame as heaven’s immaculate 
Faith, wotn and wan and desperate oi desire : 
And men that felt that sacred breath suspire 
Felt by mere speech and presence fugitive 
The holy spirit of man piade perfect give 
Breath to the lips of death, that death might li%e. 


VIII 

Not all as yet is yours, nor all»is ours. 

That shall, if righteousness and rea,‘on he, 

Fulfil the trust of lime with happier hours , 

And set their sons who fuu||ht for freedom free ; 
Evei> theirs whose faith sees, as they may not scf, 
Your land and ours wax lovelier in the light 
Republican, whereby the thrones most bright 
Look hoar and wan as eve or black as night. 
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IX 

Our words and works, our thoup^hts and song^s turn 
^j^ithcr, 

l^)ward one fijreat end, as waves that jlress and roll. 
Thoujfh waves be spent and ebb like hopes that wither, 
These shall subside not ere they find the goal. 

Wt know it, who >cf with unibrgetful soul 
See shine and smile, where none may smite oi strive, 
Above us, higher than clouds and winds can drive, 
The soul beloved beyond all souls alive. 



DRAMVTIS PFRSONF 


M \Rj\ri I AI II RO, Ih^t \enue 

Tiii T)n< HI s*', n‘> wifi 

)tl K 1 1 r < in I \l il<KO nfph -t to tttf /Vf/ 

I PMM I Nj>i c i ami Cft W(* / * 

Si j Mi hi i p Sikno 

Sn Nicron I loNi 

/ A (ffuta if tf€ h ffta 

I I iHO ( At VMiAhO 

l>[ KlUCC lO IiKAFI in 

IjH IKAMO a JoUOikHt t / W//*f 

i QHi ^ J aiu ^ ^tnaiot . (V# tt , \tutm%y mJ Atifmtan^ 
Strm XpNKi 


7wu., i >55 




ACT I 

Scc.vF I. Tfie halt orty of llie ducal palaco overlooking 
the Piassa San Marco 

Marino Faueri^ and the Dithess, seated: Lords, 
Ladies, ami Attendants behind : amon^ them Ser 
Michele Steno and Ser NiccoLd Liunl 

PALIERO 

The sun fights hard against us etc he die* 

Canst thou .see westward ? 

DUCHESS 

Not the huntsmin yet* 

FAI.IBRO 

Nay, nor the bull, belike : but ere they come 
There should be stirring in crowd far off : 

Some wind should wake these waters, and some wave 
Swell toward us from the sunset : but the square 
Seems breathless as the very sea to left 
That sleeps and thinks it summer. Thou shalt know 
Full soon if love and liking toward mine own 
Have made mine old eyes blind or wrecked the wits 
That once were mine for judgment. 
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DUCHESS 

I doubt 11(^1 — nor did ever — 


Nay, my lord, 


FALIBRO 

Nay, my love, 

But thou didst never trust : 1 say,*my son, 

My l>rother*s born, made mine by verier love 
Than every father bears his own, shall find 
For manfuliiess and speed and noble skill 
No master and no match of all his mates 
In all the }4^oodIiest flower of lordliest youth 
That lightens all this city. Dost thou think 
The day’s chase shall not leave him npirit and strength 
To dance thy merriest maidens dow’n to-night 
Kven till the first bell ring the banquet in ? 

Nay, wc shall find him as thy sire and I 
Were fifty years or sixty since, when life 
As glad and gallant spurred our light strong limbs 
As qiiid^Mis now these young mtn's toward the chase 
'fhat knits their thews for battle. 


DUCHESS 

How the sun 

Bums, now so near the ipountains ! even at noon 
It smote not sorer. 


FAUBRO 

• Old men set not so. 

A goodly grace it were to close up life 

And seal the record fast of perfect days 

It we might save one hour of strength and youth 
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To reap and be requickened ere we die 

With royal repossession of the past 

For sixty sovereij^n heartbeats pulsed of time* 

And with one last full purple throb let life 

Pass, and le?ive death's face glowinj^ : yet perchance 

It should but seem the harder so to die. 

This is no festal fancy : but thy brow 
Is graver than the time is. Art thou not 
Weary? 

DITCH ESS 

Not yet : nay, surely, no. 

i*ALIKRO 

Thy smile 

Is brighter than thy voice. 

DUCHESS 

My heart mav be 

More light than rings my tongue, since neither knows 
A cause to teach it sadness. 

STENO 

Did you mark 

That ? \ Aside to the Imly next him, 

LADV 

What? no, nothing, I. , ♦ 

STENO 

She knows no cause : 
What cause of sadness may so fair a face 
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Know, mated with .so blithe a bridegroom’s ? Nay, 
If fourscore years can pleasure not a wife, 

There is no cheer nor comfort in white hairs, 

No solace^in man’s dotage. 

LADY 

Hush ! 

STKNO 

And Fie ! 

Should not those words run still in couple ? Ha ! 
The woman that cries Hush bids kiss : I learnt 
So much of her that taught me kissing. 

LADY 

• Then 

A foolish tutoress taught a graceless knave 
Folly. 


STENO 

•That cries on vengeance : should my lip 
Retaliate, would you cry not louder ? 

LADY 

Peace 1 

STENO 

What if I choose not peace but war? 

LADY 

My lord, 

ViUi wrong lliis presence and yourself, and me 
Most, anwi with least respect, ot all. 



MARINO FALIERO 


237 


SCBNB f] 

STBNO 

Respect ! 

Nay, I revere you more than mine own heart, 
Which rests your servile chattel : for myself, 

I know notwLUg-ht worth reverence in me, save 
Love, — love of one too sweet and hard, that wears 
A flower in face, at heart a stone, and turns 
My face to tears, n^y heart to fire, and laug'hs 
As loud for scorn as men for mirth who look 
To sec the duke’s brave nephew bring him back 
For gift and trophied treasure of the chase 
A broad bull's pair of — tributes. 


LIOM 

Hark you, sir : 

Speak lower : and^pcak not here at all. 


STENO 


Art thou my tutor ? 


St. Mark ! 


LIONI 

» 

Ay— to whip thee dumlf, 
Or strike thy folly dead at once. Be still. 

For shame’s .sake— not for honour’s would I bid 
Thee. 

«TLNO 

4 

While this Licly’s eyes regard us, dumb 
I will be : but hereafter — 

t * 

LIONI 

Be but now 

Silent : I bid thee now no more : but this 
Thou shall be. 
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STENO 

See now, sweet, what friends he hath 
Our ^ood f*iey head of Venice ! if one speak 
At huntinjl-time of horns or tusks or spa I 
That hiU young hunters laugh at, straight they cry, 
Peace, and respect, and spare our master. Chri*-t ! 
What friends ! wcmo 1 fourscore, i'lnd thou thyself, 
Wouldst thou he halt so good a (nend ol mine ^ 
Na), but answer na\, thou strait. 


1 

J will 

Once, and no moio. Keep silence : and forget 
It evet word ol such a tongue as Jhitx 
Found aiidienie of me 


S I LNO 

Am 1 then indeed 

I'ourscore, that I should not remenihi i " Ha ! 

Nor \\«nan am I, to forget but some 
Lo\e dotaids inoie than men. 

i A^^ 

Who loves not men 

Ma\ love such things as grovel of thj kind. 

And deem such love not monstrous. 

« 

sTCNvl 

Na_\, I jt thi-i 

Asks answer <'f man’s lips not of his tongue - 
Nay ! 
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PALfBRO 

Who is there that knows not where he is 
And dreams the place a brothel ? Gentlemen, 

If here be wy, need is none fo bid 
You spurn him out ol sigfht. 

• 1 lONf 


Go ; if ihoii hiist 

Ol shame oi sense, abide not here till men 
Hurl thee uith hsts and tcci a\\a\. 


Sll*NO 

" God, 

I will be - God lorsake me else -revin|»cd 

Sirs, la} not hand upon me |/m//. 


I*\I IhRO 

• Dear m} child, 

Thine e}es are still set sunwards, hast thou hcaid 
Nouq-ht of this brawl ^ 

1)1 1 HESS 

I would not. 

FALlBiIO 

Thou dost well 

God knows, no base oi violent thiii};' should come, 
Had i God*s power, in hearing oi in sight 
Of such as thou ait 
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DUCHESS 

Then were earth too soft 
For souls to look on heaven ; but what I may 
I would e?fi:hew of meaner knowledge. ^ 

FALIERO 

God 

Guard thee from all unworthy Ihetj, or fit 
Fopearthlicr sense than feeds thy spirit and keeps 
Heaven still within thine eyeshot. Dost thou see 
There, in that fiery field of heaven that fades 
Beyond the extremest l£iiganean» aught 
Worth quite the rapture of those eyes that yearn 
Too high to look on Venice? 

nuciirss 

Sir, methought 

Wc were not worthy- nor was ever man 
Made in God’s loftiest likeness— even to see 
Such wonder and such glory live and die. 

FAUKKO 

And yet we live that look on it. This sight 
Is verily other far than we beheld 
When first October brought thy husband back 
From Romeward, here to take on him the state 
Wherein vve now sit none the lower or less 
For the ominous entrance to it. I never saw 
A noon so like a nightfall : that we breathe 
luiVithered yet of wicked signs, and see 
The world still shine about us, might rebuke 
All fearful faith in evil. 
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DUCHESS 

Yet was that 
A wcful welcome ; all about the prow 
Darkness, anfl all ahead and all astern 
And all beside no sign but cloud adrift, 

All blind as death and bitter • and at last — 

I would not brin« it §n your memory back 
Who tain would cast it out of mine. 

FALIEUO 

At last 

To land between the columns where the) die 
Whom justice damns by judgment. Na), are we 
Traitors or thie\cs of mansla^ers, that the sign 
Should make us wan with foiethonght r* This fore- 
told, 

If aught foretell men aught, that ho who c imc 
Should bring men equal justice ; do them right, 

Or die — as gladlier would I die than stand 
In equal eyes of equitable men 
A judge appio\ed unrighteous Be not thoi ^ 
Moved, when the world i** graciou'* and the sun 
Speaks comfort, b) remembrance ol a sign 
That lied, and was not pre-.agc. We came in 
Darkling : and lo now if this eaith and si a 
Be not as heaven about us, an8 the time 
Not more elate v ith fair fesuvitj 
Than should c^urhOiUts be yo^, though nought were 
here 

Save th\ baie beaut) shown of wave an I sk\ 

To lift them up for love’s sake. Has the world. 
Think’st thou, so good a ^;ili as this to give 
Men’s eyes that know not A’^enice ^ 

VOL. V. 


R 
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DUCHESS 

Nay : but you, 

Lord of two wives, love least the first espoused 
Albeit tit:* younj^er of them : more than me 
You h>ve that old hoar bride who caufjht }our ring 
Last autumn, and to-day laughs large and loud 
Ou all (hat sail or swim : )ou dare not say 
You h«ive not loved her longest. 

PALIEKO 

But 1 dare 

Swear, though no little thing this be to suear 
Foi one whose heart and hand, v\ hose piaise and pride, 
Were still mine old Adriatic's, mothe*^ and wife 
And wellspring of mine honour, that I lo\e 
Not hei nor heaven noi Venice moie than thee 
Whose laughter mocks us and whose lip maligns ; 
Na\, not so much, thou knowesi, were 1 noi old 
Or thou not >oung, I would not fear to s.iv, 

As now, lest youth iepro\emine age ol Une 
And Viatne chastise it lor infifinity, 

And thou — hut ui thine heart, 1 think, there lurks 
No thought that should icpro\e it or chastise 
Willi less than tendei laiighlei , though, being old, 
The stM be mcelcr lor ni} bride, and show 
\ wrinkled taev with Im.ir^ fell that seems 
Moie like mine own than thou c«inst show me, 

t>UCHESS 

How 

^fan’s courtcs> keeps lime with falsehood though 
Tiuth ring rebuke unheeded I Look, m) lord, 

Uow^ the sea bids ihe sun and iis good night, 
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With wftat sweat sighs and laughter* light and wind 
Contending as they kiss her* till the sigh 
Laugh on her lip* and alt her sunward smile 
Subside in sighing to shoreward ; will you say 
God hath n^t given you there a goodlier bdde 
Than his who mates with woman ? 

FALIERO 

She is fair — 

Heaven, in our dreams of heaven* not fairer ; nay, 
The heaven that lends her colour not so lair, 

Being less in men’s e>es living : but in thee, 

Were even thy face no fairer found than hers, 

There sleeps no chance of shipwreck. Sec, they come. 
The hunters with ^leir trophies, and in front, 

If the sun play not with an old man’s e>es. 

My boy it is that leads them. • 

Dl CIII.SS 

And unhurt. 

( Votres below. Long live FaJiero ! li\e Bertuccio long! 

DUCHESS 

God and St. Mark be praised for all I 

FALIEJ^O 

Nay, child, 

Wouldst thou make him a child or girl, to thank* 
God that he bears him like a man and takes 
No hurt for lack of skill ot maufulness 
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In young men’s craft or pastime ? Welcome, sirs ; 
Well done, and welcome. Hither, son, to me. 

Enter Bektuccio and Hunters 

Give iBis good lady thanks, who hath at heart 
Such care of thee she might not choose but doubt 
If manhood were enough in hearb of thine 
Or strength in hand for sportful service. 

UUCflRSS 

Nay ; 

I said so never. 


BERTOt’ClO I 

, .Sir, my I hanks to both. 

We have seen good sport ; but these my friends, who 
lay 

The hunt’s main honour on my single hand, 

Malign themselves to praise me. 

f 

l 

Yet for that 

Thy check need put not on the dye wiierewilh 
The .sunset’s flag now hoisted strikes twice red 
These westward palace-columns. Come : the dance 
Will try thy mettle till the first bell sound 
And bid the banquet in. « A fairer night 
Spring could not send us. Come beside me : so. 

' [Exeufit* 
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Scene IL The PiazMctia 
Enter Steno and Lioni 

STEKO 

I will not and I shall not be revenged ? 

It cannot be ? Thou sayest it ? 

UON! 

This I say, 

Thou shall do well to get thee home and sleep. 
STENO 

Sleep? and forgive? and pray, before I sleep, 
God love and bless and comlort and sustain 
With all the grace that consecrates old age 
Faliero ? Is inv badge a hare— a dove — 

A weasel - anything whose heart or gall 
Is water, or is nothing ? God shall first 
Give up his place to Satan -heaven fall down 
Below the lowest and loathliest gulf in hell-- 
Ere 1 lake on me such dishonour. 

Shame 

Thou hast laid upon thyself already, nor 
Canst hurl it olT with howliifg : words can vVasli 
No part of ignominy away that clings 
As yet about thee ; time and sufterance may, 
And penitence, if manful. 1 would fain 
Think thee, being noble, not ignoble ; as 
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Must all men think the man born prince or churl 
Whom wrath or lust or rancorous self-regard 
Diives past regard of honour. 

STBNO 

Look you, friend : 

Whdf, think you* shall these all men think, who 
read *’ 

Writ up to-morrow on the ducal seat, 

The throne of office, this for epigraph — 

' Marin Fahero of the fair-faced wife : 

He keeps and others kiss her ’--eh ^ or thus— 

* Others enjoy hei and he maintains her ha? 

LIONI • 

Thou art not s^Kh a hound at heatt . thy tongue 
Is viler than th> purpose 

SILNO 

, Wilt thou swear 

This ? Vile wh>, mIc were he that should cnduie 
Insult ; not ho tiuit being offended daies 
Take insolence by the beaid — be it white or black - 
Aiul shake and spit upon it. A} ? b\ God ! 

Back tu ned and shouldpr shiuggcd confute not me: 
Abide fiw hilc . be dawn my witness : wait, 

And men shall find what heart is mine to strike, 
Wh.it wit to wound mirfo enemy : meet me th u* 
And sa> u Inch fool to-night spake wiselicr here. 

\£xcun * sevefaliy. 
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ACT II 


Scene I. An apartment in the ducal palace 
Marino Paliero and the DucHKst. 


FALIERO 

It does nol please ihee* then* if silence have^ 
Speech, and if thii^ speak true, to hc»ir me piaise 
Bertuccio? Has my boy deserved of thee 
111 ? or what ails thee when I praise him? 


DUCHESS 


Sir, 

How should it hurt njc that you praise — 

HAl.lERO 


My son, 

Mine, moic than once rny brother’s : how, indeed ? 


duchRss 

Have I the keeping of your loves in charge 
To unseal or seal their utterance up, my lofd ? 

FALIERO 


Again, thy lord ! 1 am lord of all save thee. 
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DUCHESS 

You au* sire of dll this people. 

FALIP RO 

Nay. by Christ, 

A bitter biood wcie mine then, and lh>scli 
Misni.ilcd worse than April were with snow 
Or Janihin with harvest, beinj^ his bride 
Who bore so dire a charjje of latherhood. 

"Ihou, stepinothei of Venice? and ihis hand, 

Ih.il could not curb nor guide against its will 
A foot that fell but heavier than a dove’s, 

What power were in it to hold obedience fast, 

Laid on the ik cks of buns 

Ul ( HESS 

Why, men say 

The lion will stoop not sa\c to ladies’ hands, 

Ibil such as mine inav Kad hup. 

« 

i'AIIFRO 

Thine? I think 

The \cry wolf would kiss and rend it not. 

¥ 

DUCHESS 

The V cry sca-wn|f ? ♦ 


FALIERO 


Verily, so ineseems. 
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DUCHESS 

For so the strong sea-lion of Venice doth. 


FAtJEkO 

This is a penloui^ beast whereof thou saycst 
So sweet a thing so Jar from like to he- 
A honible and a fiend-faced shape, men call 
The lion of the waters. 


DUCHESS 

But St. Mark , 
Holds his in leash of love more fast, mv lord, 
Than ever violence may. 

FALIFRO 

By heaven and him, 
Thy sweet wit*s flight js even too fleet for me : 
No marvel though thy genrle scorn smite sore* 
On (veakvr wits of younglings : yet I w'ould/ 
Being more m3 child than e\cn my wife to nte* 
Thine heart were moie a sister’s toward my son 


IK V HESS 

So is It indeed and shall be and more, * 

The more we love our father and our lord, 

Shall our two loves grow full, grow fire Jiat sprinjfs 
To Godwaid from the sacrifice it leaves 
Consumed for man’s burnt-offering. 
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PALIBRO 

What ^ thinc eyes 

Art ver) jewels ot even such fire indeed 
I thouf^l^t not so to kindle them : but >et 
My heart jjiows ^leat in gladness givcft of thine 
Whose tiuth in such bright silence as is God’s 
Speaks love aloud and lies not 

4 

DLCHISS 

No, m> lord. 


f SIll^RO 

It IS not truth nor love then, sweet niv child, 

That hijhtens Irom thinc eyeshot? 

PUC III ss 

Yea, mv lord. 


FALiruo 

T grojv less fiind than foolish,* tionbliiig thee, 

Who vet un held or yet would hold niyscll 
Not \i\ innuniied with dotat»e. Sooth is this, 

1 .im lighter than m) dail> mood to-da> 

And het dless haplv lest I wtong mine age 
\nd woaiy thme \vith,words iinworthv thee 
Oi him that would be honouted ot the woild 
Less than beloved -with love not all unmeet — 

01 one ot twain he lovVs as old men may. 
Rettuccio loves mo ; thou dost hate me not 
lhat like a trost I touch thy flower, and bieathe 
As March bre.it hes back the spirit ot winter dead 
On Mav that dwells wheic thou dost , but my son 
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Finds no more grace of thee to comfort him ^ 

Than April wins of the east wind. Wot thou well, 
Hie long loose tongues of Tuscan wit would cast 
III comment on this care of mine to bring 
More close my wife’s heart and my sotfs» being 
yi)ung, ✓ 

And I a waif of winter, left astrand 
Above the soft sea’s eidemark whose warm lip 
Is love's, tiiat loves not age's : but I think 
We are none of those whose folly, set in shame, 
Makes mirth for John of Florence. 


m 

DIXIIESS 

By God’s giacc, 

No. • 


FALIERO 

And by giace of puie Venetian pride 
And blood of blameless mothers. By St. Mark, 
Shame, that stings shaj*pest of the worms in hell. 
Seems, if those light-soulcd folks sing true, to^tbem 
No more a hiu ning ptuson than the fly’s 
Wc brush from us, and know not : but for mtn 
The eternal fire hath no such fang to smite 
As this their jests make nought of. Life is briet 
Albeit thou knowest not, nor tanst well believe, 

But life is long and lovesome as thine age 
In vision sees it, and in heart uplift , 

Plays prelude clear of presage — brief and void 
Where laughing lusts fulfil its length of days * 
And nought save pleasure born seems worth desire ; 
But long and full of fruit in all men’s sight 
Whereon the wild worm feeds not, nor the sun 
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Strikes, nor the wind makes war, nor frpst'lays hold, 
Is the ageless life of honour, won and worn 
With heart and hand most equal, and to time 
Given as a pledge that something born of time 
Is mightier found than death, and wears of right 
God’s name of cvci lasting. 


DUCHESS ‘ 

Child 1 am. 

Or child my lord uill call me, yet himself 
Knows Ihis not better, holds no truer this truth, 

Nor keeps more fast his faith in it than I. 

l^AfJKKO t 

No need thy, tongue should witness with thine eyes 
How thine heart beats toward honour. Blind were he, 
And mad with base brainsickness even to death, 

Who seeing thee should not see it. Those Florentines 
With names more gracious than their customs crown 
Glad JkmvIs of graceless women ; jewelled names 
Thai mock the bright stone’s lire of constant heart, 
Diama\.ile, Geninia ; thine, were Ihinc as these, 
Might dare the vaunt unchallenged : such a name 
Is in those e>es writ clear with tire more keen 
'Fhan ever shame badi,' shine or sin made burn 
Where grace lay dead ere death. How now, my son ? 

Enfcr Bertuccio 

BEKTUCCIO 


Most noble uncle — 
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FALIERO 

Na>, but art thou ma/ed ? 

No reverence toward oui lady, nor a look 

Save as of oneedistrau^ht with tear, whose rficims 

Are still as fire before his eyes by night ♦ 

That lea\ cs them d.irk by da} time ? Vestcreve, 
Hadst thou so lookcd®upon the hull, b\ Christ, 

TJiou hadst come not home his conqueior. 

1>1 i HI ss 

Sir, perch.yice 

Your nephew with >our gi ue would speak alone. 
lirRll ceio 

A), madam 

F\I II KO 

Nay, sit. \Vh>, what coil is this 
Thine eyes look sc'irce halt diimken, but thy speech 
Is thuker than with wm*e. 

in I m ss 

(rood da), my lords. 

I Mil PO 

Pass out of earshot ii thou hst,^but pass 
— 1 pray thee, sweet ! - no turther. 

( DueJu 1 ^^itthdraw% 
Now, my son, 

If nought bemuse thy brain or bind thy longue, 
Speak. 
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BERTUCCrO 
Sire, I may not. 

tAUERO 

God consume thee ! nay, 

But bnn^ thy with back healed — what dost thou then 
Here? 


BERTl»CClO 

What must needs, in my despite and thine, 
Re done, and yet should be not. None but I 
Dare tell my sire that Venice and roars 

Alouct with monstrous mockery whence our name 
Is rent as carrion by the vulturous beaks 
That feed on fame and soil it. Sir, it were 
A shame beyond all treason tor my lips 
To take this taint upon them : lead, and see 
What all ha\e seen that in thine hall of state 
Since dawn have entered, on thy soverciijn seat 
Nailed up in God’s defiance and ours, a He 
Thal*1iell would hear not unrebuked, nor hea\eii 
Bndu^ and tind no thunder. 

^ 1 Gives a paper to Fa Hero, 

FAI.ICRi) 

God us aid ! 

Why, if the pa^ijeant match Ih} prolofjue, man, 

The staji’e should shake to bear it. Body o* God ! 

What? 

« 

orciiEss 
Sir ! my lord ! 
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BBRTUCCIO 


Forbear him, 


Does inc sun 


Shine ^ Did he smile me on the iacc 


W)u» ? 


I Pot nt nig to HcYtuccio, 


Wh«it hue vou jjiven him ^ 


Bi R n ( CIO 


\-.k not 


I cl nu ihink 

Alt not ihou too K-ditiO. ,md mv son r' 

BbRUCilO 


the fi^lorj' of God in heaven, 1 s\\car, 
I think not as I thought it 
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BBRTUCCIO 

Then your thought 
Errs, and the mind whose passion brings it forth 
Strays far, and shakes toward ruin. < 


FAUEKO 


Sit ; it may be so. 


Il may be so, 


DUCHESS 

Heaven have pity on all ! 
FALIERO 

Madam, what man is this that speaks to me ? 
DUCHESS 

My lord your nephew, 

4 

FALIERO 

Thine ? thy lord is this ? 

Thy man ? thy master ? 

BfeRTUCCIO 

Sir, bethink you ~ 

FALIERO 

Ay— 

I will bethink me surely. Fair my wife, 

I pray you pardon mine unreverend age, 
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Shamed «s it stands before ypu — spurned, and made 
A thing for toys to spit at. In my sight, 

I pray you, do not smile too broad at it. 

White hairs, if he that bears them bear my pliicc, 
Are held, I know, unvenerable of all. ^ 

Fair sir, you are young, and men may honour you : 
Tell me, who am blind, how I should bear myself 
In the eyes of men who see me that I see 
Nothing. * 


DUCHESS 

O God, be pitiful ! 

BEKTUCCFQ 

0 

^ My lord. 

Refrain yourself ; you stagger toward the pit 
Whose gulf is madness ; g.ather up your heart ; 

Give not all rein to rage. 

FALIERO 

• I will not, sir. 

There was a noise of hissing in mine ears ; 

1 could not hear you for it ; and in mine eyesi^ 

Blank night, and fire, and blindness. Now*I see 
The leprous beggar whom the town spits out 
Hath more than I of honour. ^ Many a year 
1 have dreamed of many a deed that brought not 
shame, 

N'^t shame at all, hut praise :«these were noi'minc. 

^ Know them now, they were not : mine have earned 
/or the utmost crown and close of all my life 
Shame. I would know, were God not stricken dumb, 
What deed I have done that this should fall on me. 


VOL. V. 
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BlfRTUCCIO 

My lord — 

FALIERO 

Thy servant’s servant, an(^ a dog^. 

Yet art thou, too, vile ; nay, not vile as I, 

Hut baser than a beaten bondman. 

RERTUCCIO 

Sir, 

If madness make you not a thrall indeed, 

But reverence yet claim reverence, take some thought 
Not for yourself, nor me. 

< 

FALIERO 

Dost thou desire 
So much for her sake of me ? Son of mine, 

Look well upon Ihy father : let mine eyes 
Take all the witness ol the spirit in thine, 

'Fhat I may know what heart "thou hast indeed, 
Bertiic^ io, if ihiiie eyes lie, then is God 
Dead,' ^uid the world helFs refuse. 

BERTUCCIO 

" Sire and lord. 

If ever I have lied to you, I lie 
Now. ^ 

^ FALIERO 

I believe thou liest not, Mark me, son, 

This IS no little trust 1 put in t aoo, 
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Believing^ yet, in face of this ji read, 
That man or God may lie not. 


BERTITCCIO 

Speak to ifer. 

F\LIERO 

Take comfort, child : this world is loiil, God wot, 
That gives thee need of comfort. 


DUCHESS 

1 have none — 

No need, 1 mean — if nought fate ill with you# 


FAiaPRO 

• 

Much, much there is fares ill with all men : yet, 
With thee, if righteousness were loved in heaven, 
Should nought at all fare ill for ever. Sweet, 

As thou wouldst fain, if thou couldst ever sin, 

Find for that sin forgiveness, pardon me. • 

I am great in years, and what 1 had borne in ^^oulh, 
Not well perchance, }et hotter, now, being ^'■Id, 

I cannot bear, thou seest, at all. For this 
Forgive me : not with will of mine it was 
That thus I scared so sore thy^ harmless heart. 
Speak to me not now : ere this hour be full, 

It may be we may speak awhile again , 

Together : now must none ab*dc with me. 

• 

DUCHESS 


What have they said ? 
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BEI^rUCCIO 

Ask never that of man. 

DUCHESS 
VV'hat have they said of me ? 

BERTUCCIC 

1 cannot say. 

DUCHESS 

Thou \vi»h not — being mine enemy. Why, for shame 
You should not, sir, keep silence., 

BERTUCCIO 

Yet 1 will. 

DUCHESS 

I never, dreamt so dark a drearh as this. 

BERTUCCIO 

(rod send it no wiuse waking. 

lU i HESS 

Now 1 know 

You are even indeed he! enemy, who believes! 

She had ncvci deserved of you. I ha\ e 
No friend where friends I thought were mine, and hnd, 
Where nevci 1 thought to find them, enemies. 
Whence 
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Have I Sestrved by chance t| any man 
That he should be mine enemy ? 

BERTUCCIO 

• If I be 

I would not strike you shamefully at heai t, 

But rather bear a bjfterer blame than this 

Than ri^ht myself with doing: you wrongs. Would God 

Your enemies and mine uncle’s all were I ! * 

DUCHESS 

Do you know them — these — Y'hat maimer of men 
they are ? 

BERTUCCIO 

Save as I know that hell breeds worms and fire* 


DUCHESS 

Have I merited these? Have we that fbved, 
Have we that love, in God’s clear sight or mi-ti’s, 
Sinned ? ^ 


BERTUCCIO 

Nay, not thou, if heaven by love for earth 
Sins not : if thou, then God in loving man 
Sins. • 


DUCHESS 

Nay ; for yet you never kissed my lips. 
That day the truth sprang forth of thine, I swore 
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It should not bring- my|boul and thine to 'shame. 

And thou too, didst not thou, for very love, 

Swear it ? 

t BERTUOCIO ^ 

' And stands mine oath not whole ? 

DUCHESS • 

, Give God 

Honour, who hath kept in us our honour fast. 
Whatever come between our death and this, 

For that I thank him. 

\eriuccjo 

Ah, my love, my light, 

Soul of my soul, and holier heart of mine, 

Thee, thee J thank, that yet I live, and yet 
Love, and yet stand not in all true men’s eyes 
Shamed. Am I pure as thou, that save through thee 
1 should he found no viler than 1 am ? 

HadsU thou been other, I perchance, God knows, 
Had l^ecn a baser thing than galls us now. 

DUCHESS 

Ay ! but I knew it or ever 1 wrung it forth — 

Me then they smite at, and my lord in me, 

Who have smitten him so sorely? 

^ BKRTUCCIO 

Dear, how else ? 

When seemed our sire a furio;is weakling, made 
F or any wind to work upon and wrest 
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Awry Mnthj>assion that hadptruck no root 
Deep even as love or honouf ? 

DUCHESS 

^ Woe is nie ! 

Would God I were not ! 

He-enter Faliero 

FALIERO 

Pray thou no such prayer : 
I heard that cry to Godward : call it back. 

My faultless child, if prayer seem good to thee, 

Pray : but for nought like dea^. And doubt thou not 
But yet thou hast given me daily more good things 
Than God can give of evil ; nor may man, 

Albeit his fang be deadlier than the smike^s 
And strike too deep for God or thee to heal, 

Undo the good thou didst, or make a curse 
Grow where thou sowedst a blessing. Go in peace ; 
And take with thee Igve/s full thanksgiving. Go. 

DUCHESS 

My father, and my lord ! 

FALIERO 

• 

My child and wife, 

Go. [£xii Duchess. 

Now to thee, son, W^en thou gavest me this, 
I do not ask thee if thou knewesi the i ian. . 

It were impossible, out of reach of thought, 

That mine own brother’s and mine own heart’s child 
Should give it me, and say — 1 know the man ; 
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He lives : I did not takl him by the throat ‘ 
And make the lying souf leap through his lips 
Before 1 told thee such a thing could live. 

BERTUCCIO 

You do pie right : I know not. 


FALIERO , 

This remains, 

That we should know : being known, to thee nor me 
Belongs the doomsman’s labour of the lash 
That is to scourge him out of life. My son, 

I charge thee by thine honour and my love 
Thou lay no hand upop him. 

' '>1 

BERTUCCIO « 


Nay — 


Nay, my lord, 


FALIERO 


Swear me this. 


BERTUCCIO 

1 will not. 


FALIERO 

BERTUCCIO 

I cannot swear it, father 


Swear, I say. 


FALIERO 

By Christ’s blood, 

But swear thou shalt, and keep it. Do not make 
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Thy sirePincJeed mad with mere monstrous wrong 
Than yet bows down his heai dishonoured. Swear. 

BERTIXCIO 

What? 

FALIERO 

That albett his life lay in thine hand 
Thou wouldst not bruise it with a finger. 


How can I ? 


BERTUCCJO 


Sir, 


FAUERO 

Sir, by God, thou shalt yot choose. 
Art thou the hangman ? 


BLKTrCClO 

If the knave perchance 

Be noble ? 

FALrERO 

Dost thou mock thyself and me ? 

Noble ? 

BERTUCCIO 


My lord, I would i^ot wrong the worj*t 
Of all that wrong the names tliey wea** : but yet 
I cannot see in Venice one save one 
Who might, being born base, and of no base name. 
Conceive himself so far }our enemy. 
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4LIBRO 


Boy, 


What knowcsl thou of their numbers that have cause, 
Being* vile to hate me ? Hath my rule not been 
Righteous ? • 

BERTUCCIO 

That stands not qTiestionable of man. 


FALIERO 

How then should more not hate than love me ? Child, 
Child ! 

* i^:rtuccio 

• 

But a man\s wrath strikes more straight, my lord, 
How vile soever, than toward a w'oman. This — 
This is a dog’s tooth that has poisoned you : 

And yestereve a dog it was you bade 
Spurn out of sight of honour. 


I'ALIERO 

Steno ? 


BERTUCCIO 

Else am not I Faliero, * 


He. 


^JALIERO 
Then — I say, 

Then, — be it so, — what wouldst thou do ? Being my 
son, 

What wouldst thou dream or do, this being so ? 
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'f 

BERTUCClo 

Wiiy, 

With God’s good will and yours, and good men’s leave, 
Hew out his heart for dogs to gnaw. Might this 
Displease you ? 

FALIERO 

then yet is this to do ? 


BERTUCCIO 

Forgive me, father, and God forgive me : this 
I am all on fire with shame to have spoken of 
And think the man lives while i prate, ftut you 
Know, and our Lord God knows, it is but now, 
Now, even this instant breath of imminent time, 
That I have guessed this. • 

FALIERO 

Ay ; we know it well ; 

W c, God and 1 . 


BER rrcoio 

And both of you give leaVe — 
Or leave I crave of neither — pardon me, 

But leave 1 crave not to set Ijecl on him. 

FALIERO 

God gives not leave ; and 1 forbid thee, 

BERTUCCIO 

Then, 

In God’s teeth and in yours, I will, or God 
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Shall smite me hclples^ by your hand. ,My lord, 
You do but justice on i le, so to seem — 

1 would not say, to dwell in doubt of me. 

I should have passed ere this out of your sight, 
Silent, r 


FALIERO 

Thou shouldst not. I&this burden sore 
That as thou sayest God lays on thee, or I, 

To be as I am patient ? 

BERTUCCIO 

I'aiu would I 

lie, wo'ald God help even as you— were you 
As I now stand, though shamefaced, n\ your sight. 

1 AHERO 

Ay — you are young and shameiaced — I am old, 
And in my heart the shame is. But your face 
Hath honour in it — and what have 1 to do, 
What^ohould 1 do with honour ? Thou dost make 
Of miVie more havoc and less count of me 
Than yet' mine enemies have, to take this chaige 
Upon the personal quarrel of thine hand, 
Unchartered by commission. 

BERTUCCIO 

And of me, 

lord, of me what make you ? How shall men 
Not spit when I pass b\, at one that had 
Nor heart nor hand, eye to behold nor ear 
To hear the several scoffs, by glance or speech, 
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That base men cast 011 us ? Nay, then what n^\M 
Had I to call any man base t|iat lives 
Or any worm that stinj^s in secret ? Sir, 

Put not this shame upon me : when have I 
Deserved it ? Why, a beaten dog, a slave 
Branded and Ivhipped by justice, durst not bear 
For very shame’s sake, though he know notfshamc, 
So great dishonour. 

FALIERO 

Thou shalt hear it, son. 

IIERTIH CIO 

I will not. 

FALIFRO 

Son, what wull is this q Ihmc 
To lift its head up when I bid it lief 
'And listen while mine own, thy fatLer’s will, 

Speaks ? How shalt thou that wilt not honour me 
Take in thine hand mmc honour? Mine, not thine, 
Not yet, I tell thee, thine it is to say • 

Thou shalt cr shalt not strike or spare the stroke 
That is to m ike my fame, if hurt it be, * 

Whole. I, not thou, it is that heads the house 
And bears the burden : I, not thou, mcscems. 

It WPS that fought at Zara. Nay, thine c\cs 
Answer, an old man then was young, and i 
That now am young then wj¥> not ; nor in so*oth 
Would I misdoubt or so misprize thee, boy, 

As not to think thou hadst done as gladly well • 
.\s I that service, had it lain in thee, 

Or any toward our country. But myself 
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Am not so bowed and llruised of ruinous 
Not yet so beaten dowi^of trampling yeatrs, 

That I should make my staff or sword of thee, 

And strike by delegation. On the state 

Is laid the charge of right and might to deal 

J usticc for’ all men and myself and thee 

By sovc'-eignty of duty ; not on us 

Lies of that load whereto the law puts hand 

One feather’s or one grain’s weight. More : did we 

Take so much on us of the general charge, 

We were not loyal : and the dog we strike 
Were yet, though viler than a leper’s hound, 

No viler then than we, who by God’s gift 
Being born of this the crown of con^monweals, 
Venetian, so should c^^j?t our crown away 
That men born subject/ unashamed to be 
Called of their king subjects, might scoff at us 
As children q* no loftier state than theirs. 

For where a man’s will hangs above men’s heads 
Sheer as a sword or scourge might, and not one 
Save by his grace hath grace to call himself 
Man — there, if haply one be born a man, 

Needs \aust he break the dogleash of the law 
To do 'himself, being wronged, where no right is, 
Right : but as base as he that should not break, 

To show himsolf no dog, but man, their law , 

Were he, that civic thief, the trustless knave 
Who should not, being as we born masterless, 

Put faith in freedom and the free man’s Jaw, 

Justice, but like a king’s man born, compelled 
To cower with hounds or strike with rebels, rise 
And right himself by wrong of all men else, 

Shaming his country ; saying, ‘ I trust thee not ; 

I dare not lea\e my cause upon thine hand, 
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Mine honour in thy keeping lies not sure ; 

I must not set the chance of my good name 
On such a dicer’s cast as this^f that thou 
Wilt haply, should it like thee, do me right.' 

No citizen were this man, nor unmeet 
By right of biath and civic honour he 
To call a man sovereign and lord : nor here , 

Lives one, I think, so vile a fool as this. 

For me, my faith is ki the state I serve 
And those my fellow-servants, in whose hands 
Rests now mine honour safe as theirs in mine. 
Which trust should they redeem not, but give up 
In mine their own fame forfeit, this were not 
Venice. 

BERTUCen 

But if perchance the thing fall out ? 

If some be peradventure less than thou 9 
Venetian, equal-souled and just of eye, ^ 

Must our own hands not take our own right up ? 

If these abuse their honour, and forbear, 

For love's or fear s sakje, justice ? 

FALIERO 

If the sum 

Leap out of heaven down on the Lido there 
And quench him in Giudecca 

BERTUCCIO 

Sir, but then-*- 

FALIERO 

I charge thee, speak thereof to me no more. 

[ExeunL 
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Scene 1 1 The P/asoc//a 
\ 

En/cr Sthno, meeting Liom ami Bki.tramo 

STENO 

What says our Lioni now ? hath he not heard 
Nor seen i( we lack heart or wit to strike ? 

Eh ! what saith wisdom ? 

UONI 

Whal indeed to thee 

That art a kna\c atm liat, a coward and fool? 
Nothin 


STENO 

God’s blo(jd, sir ! 

I.IONl 

Fo! th\ veins have none: 
A trull breeds nobler brats than thee. 

1 bid thcci ser Michele, know me not. 

SJF VO 

VV\‘!I but I bear s<uh iests not e\ei> day ; 

Thou knowesl me that I do not. 

, MOM 

Hound, be hence ; 

And let a man draw ]'>reath unpl?i^ucd of thine. 
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STENO 

Art thou my nobler ? 


LIONI 

Fool, the beasts are that. 

Wilt thou not leave this air taintless of thee*? 
Wouldst thou be whipped — save of the hangman ? 

STENO * 

What! 

LIONI 

Strike him, Beltramo. 


• beltran/o 

Sir, by Christ, pot I : 
1 am not of that office. ^ 


STKNO 

^ No, thou knave. 

Thine hand against a noble ! 

BELTRAMO 

Not mine hand, 

Suiely ; but say my foot should strike a liar, 
The blow should do his dogsfiip honour : yea, 
Were all high titles gilt about his head, 

Scarce were he worthy to be j^purned of me. • 

STENO 

Dost thou not hear then, Lioni, how thy knave 
Dishonours thee, doing me dishonour ? 

VOL. V. 


T 
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UONl 

\ Man, 

— All true men pardon one that calls thee so ! — 
Leave us, or I will do my face the shame 
And thine tue great and yet unmerited ^race 
To spit upon thee. 


STKNO 

Christ ! the men are mad. 

Well, yet, God save and keep you ! 

LlONl 

Ay, from thee. 
\Exit Steno. 

BELTRAMO 

I would the Pogc horc such mind as yours. 

LIOKI 

Thou knowest he bears a nobler. 

BELTRAMO 

This I know^, 

Ills blood is more intemperate than the sea 
When red Liboccio takes it ; half a sting 
Will ravage all the channels of its course 
With fever\ furious poison : and this worm 
Hath shot the sting into his heart. 

‘ LIONI 

Can 1 


Help him ? or thou, Iricnd, heal h ? 
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Would God— 


BELTRAMO 


No, my lord. 


LlONl 

And what wouldst thou w ith God ? 

BELTRAMO 

Alack, 

What no man horn, I doubt, may of God 
W^hom he hath bidden in all this a^e of ours 
Be born as I am. 


LlONl 

And how w'ouldst jgjpu be born ? 


BELTRAMO 

Even thine and all n^jn's equal. 

L!OM 

Ay, fjfood friend? 

Why, now you thou me ; hc\ng a noble too, 

WluU could my malcontent Qo more ? 


BELTRAMO 

My iord,^ 

I trust and think, being noble as you, i were not 
Less malcontent than now, being but by blood 
Your footboy’s fellow-citiasen and yours. 
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LIONI 

Ay? Well, a brave man, ^ were he seven times king*, 
Is but a brave man’s peer : so be it : but God 
Unmake me that I am and make me vil^ 

If I conceive, were I and thou, man, mates, 

What then should discontent thee. 


' BELTRAMO 

Why, to you 

The slight thing then still fretting half my heart, 
The secret small snake-headed thing, should seem 
Nothing ; yet me notudl alone it frets, 

GalK no’ more mine ihap many a man’s heart else. 
That any man should bear of any man 
Wrong, or thg.1 right should hold not equal rule 
On one as o:. 'Another. 


Here? * 


LION! 

Doth It not 


BELTRAMO 

No, my lord : nor otherwhere on e.uLh. 


/AONl 

Why, then, God help thee, why should this forsooth 
Vex thee, or them whose thought keepsi tune with 
thine, 

More than it preys on others ? 
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/ Ask of God 

That ; some he bids not bear what others may— 

Or haply may not all their patient lives 
With pulseless hearts endure it. 

LION! 

God us aid ! 

Thy riddles ring no merrier, man, to me 
Than that foul fool’s uncleaner japes than thine. 
What gadfly thought hath stung thee ? 

BELTRAMO 

Truth, my lord ; 

Or call it pity— or call it love of right— 

Malice, or covetousness, or envy - 

But I, howe’er men turn it, call my thought 

Truth. 


• LIONI 

Be thou ne’er so strong to dive, thou shall not 
Pluck up from out the shadow whore she sleeps 
Truth : and for justice, if she keep not hero 
Her sovereign state and perfect kingdom, where 
May man take thought and find her ? Pity — nay, 
But if our hearts should bleed but one thin tear 
For each wTong known and each we know not of, 

A day would drain them dry®of blood. Hut\vhat 
Hath all our will and all our impotence, 

Though this be strong as that is all too sure, 

To do with him wc spake ot— be it for hurl 
Or healing ? Didst thou call on God to change 
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For him the face and lashion of the law , * 

Whereby the world steers toward some end, and 
holds ' 

Some heart up } et of comfort ? 

< f 

• BELTRAMO 

J?urely, no. 

I did but think what good might come of ill 
If tills great wrong should smite a heart as great 
With sense of other and older wrongs than this 
l^one tow as d no viler nor more abject hearts 
N(>r heaped on heads more worthy shame and •^corn 
Than agi. place, of high deeds, desert, 

Or pride; hath made FalieroN. 



By this light, 

I think the heat it sheds hath even as wine 
Daz/Jed thy brain to darkness. How should this 
Do thee or any man good, that thy lord. 

My loiifand thine, an old man full of days 
And lull of honours, being than rill of these 
Himself mdie hoiunirable, should take by chance 
A biifl'et liom a foots hand on his cheek. 

Or sputle Ironi a foots jnouth on his beard, 

And hardly bear to hear it ? Who shall reap 
What harvest hence ? 

r 

. BELTRAMO 

Nor you, sir, know, nor I ; 
But haply — so priests lie iioi — Cu'd. 
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• LIONl 

i May he 

Bind up thy brain with comirort ere it sweat 
Forth of thy scalp with fever ! Mark me, friend, 
Thou dost thyself, beingf honest, no smatt^ wronj^ 

To let such worms for cloth’s sake feed on it. 

1 love thee, knowing thee valiant, —yea, by Christ, 

I lie not, saying I l«ve thee — and therein 
If haply 1 deserve again of thee 
Love, let me rather bid thee than beseech 
Pluck all such thoughts up by the root, and take 
Good counsel rather than inlempcrale care 
Of what beseems not nor besteads thee. So 
God give thee comfort and gootl da} JSaf^vuil. 

\Exeunf severally. 
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ACT III 


Scene I. An apartme7i{ in the ducal palace 
Faliero and Bertuccio 

, . - ^ FALIERO 

Did not I charge thee t|;^ink no OY^rc such thoughts 
Or seal them up in silence ? WouJdst thou make 
Flonour, that here hath station if on earth, 
DishonouroriTife'r for so to deem or doubt 
Of men set highest in Venice or the world 
Were no less insolent madness than to make 
Thy mother’s couch a harlot’s. ^ Hast thou seen 
Moie d<|vv. than I, that what I think to see 
Thou, thou shouldst hold for questionable? I know 
That God piit nought of traitor nor of fool 
In the essence of thy spirit : else — pardon me, 

My brother I I might hold this child ot thine 
Less than should be thy children. ^ 

BERTUCCIO 

I 

That, my lord, 

I would not be — God spare me that ; 1 t!:ink 
That unrebuked your brother’s son may say 
Nor foe nor friend hath yet so found him. 
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FAUBRO 

No; 

1 have known thee honourabj^‘ all thy brief life throu|:rh 
As they that founded us our house, and sure 
As mine own^sword here to my hand is :^hence 
It is that harshlier I rebuke thee not, 

Misprizing thus thy lordliest elders. Well* - 
Meseems the mess^e tarries that should bring 
Their sovereign sentence to us : the cause, I thought 
Should need nor bear a long debate : but just * 

It is thai justice should not mix with rage 
Her purity of patience : let them weigh 
My worth against my wrong cre^udgment speak, 
And both against the wrongdoer : I wejjjg^iutiu 
Even all too much ji soldier, ^and my state 
For me no fitter than for thee, should wrath 
Distract my trust and reverence toward the law 
And toward their hands that wield iudoed 

It doth not — nay, it could not though 1 w'ould 
And though it could I would not give it leave. 

Enter an Officer 

OFFICER 

Health from the senate to the Doge I bring, 

And this their sentence. 

FALIFRO 

Give me this in brief. 

Ay — thou, Bertuccio. 


BER'IUCCIO 

Bid ibis man begone. 
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FALIERO 

Why ? Hast thou rcad|already ? 


KEUTUCCIO 


I pray you bid him go. 


Sir, by heaven 


FALIERO 

Ay ? — Leave us, friend. 

\/{x/y Officer, 

Now, man, what !s it?— I would not call thee boy, 
and faltcHng with so changed a cheek 
Above thy task — but read. 

BERTUCCIO 

I dare not. 

FALTFRO 

• Ay ? 

BERTUCCIO 

1 dare not, 'and I will not. 

liALIFRO 

Dost thou dare 

Be called a coward ? , 


, BERTUCCIO 

Ay. No. I cannot tell. 

Mine eyes were troubled, or my brain is touched. 
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FALIERO 

By Christ, I think so. Give ^ me. 

BERTUCCIO 

My lord, 

1 cannot. 


• FALIERO 

Cannot —will not — dare not? Hark, 
Boy ; though thou find me patient, be not thou 
Frontlcss, and light as riotous insolence. 

Read. 


BERTUCCIO 


Sir, you bade me give it in brief. 


FALIERO . 

By God, 

I think the boy makes mirth of it. Read, or speak. 


CEKTUrCIO 

Michelc Steno stands condemned — 


FAl lERO 

Exile ? God smite thee ! 


To death ? 


BERTUCCIO 

Had he struck me duntb, 
It scarce were harder for my tongue to say 

No. ^ 
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FALIERO 

Ah ! perpetual pr'yson ? 

BEKTUCCIO 

If two months, 

With one year’s after exile froir the state, 

Be held so much in Venice. 


FALIERO 

I Or (wo days — 

Why not *20*0 hours ? Thou lies» ^ 

BERTUCCrO 

I did not think 

To hear that question ever, and reply, 

Would God 1 did. 


FALIERO 

Thou didst not think ? Who heeds 
What thoug-hts were thine? 1 think this is not 
nii^^hl 

WluTcin I walk throiifrh such a monstrous dream. 


BEKTUCCIO 

Day be it or night or twilight, sii. of mine, 

Two months it is that by these grave luen’s doom 
On whose high-hearted honour hangs our own 
The dog must lie in durance. 
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FALIERO 

I Son, I think 

Thou liest not, but for shamed most piteous sake 
Wilt lay but half the truth upon thy tong^ue. 

On : when the date is out, the man released 
Shall take my seat, and I the foulest knave’s* 

That bleeds and swe4ers in the gfalleys, N.iy, 

Spare me not this : read. 

BKRTUCCIO 

Father, , for heaven, 

God knows, thou£>fh heaven stood open, vv^v-u 1 Uare 
Let one reproachful sjiadow of casual tli^i^htf 
Fall toward you — hut would fiod you had ^iven my 
hand ^ 

Freedom, or I not asked it ! Mine, 

It is that shame besets us — cursed was I 
To leave brute chance and men’s malijjnities 
Occasion so to smite our honour. Now 
Two months must drain themselves away to (Jpalh 
Before the tonj:;^uc be plucked out of his throat. 


F\UIC.CO 

Nor now nor then nor ever now need tliat 
Be. My good son. I give thee kindly thanks 
— And noble thankfulness thou art worthy of -7 
That thy forbearance more thati my desert 
Withholds thy tongue from level in rehuko, 

Thy lip from smiles, thine eye from triumph ; this 
Would no man else, I doubt, forbear save thee, 
Being wdse and young, seeing one so grey in years 
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So witless and so vain of spirit and weak, 

So confident and very a fool as now 
The man men called F-^Hcro. Thou alone, 

Thou, only thou in Venice, w'ouldst, I think, 

So spare gnd so forbear me. God reguite 
Thy reverence and thy gentlenc'JS of heart 
Not as he now requites my pride and faith, 

My faith and trust in others. 

BERTIJCCIO 

Father! O, 

W(nild God I h; d wTon^^ed them as they wrong thee 
And sfeDod*! eforc tliem shamed and abject I 

FALIERO 

, ' Peace. 

Here is no matter more for words or tears 
Bring me my wife -thy sister - hither. 

[/iAv/ Bertuccio. 
Ay, 

Fourscore full years — and this the crown of them ? 
And this the seal set on mine honours ? Why, 

Had I deserved this, were it possible 
Thai man could ever have merited of the state 
This, and that such a man, being horn, could be 
1, - this were yet unpardonable and vile 
In them to deal such justice. 

Re-enter Bertuccio tmtk the I^ucuESb 

Now, in\ child, 

How fares it with thee ? 
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DUCHESS 

Pt^cc be with my lord ! 
FALIERO ^ 

Heaven be with hell, say : for so far a^art • 

Peace and thy lord stand each from other. Thou — 
With thee how fares^it ? 

DUCHESS 

111 becaus^/Tf thee ; 

Well for mine own part. 

. FALUvRO 

• 4 

Verily so I fhink ; 

111 fares it with thee for an old man*s 
By the old man’s fault, who by thyself shoultrrHwrc 
'Well, 


DUCHESS 

• 

Sir, you know me, whether such a thought 
Touched ever with unnatural thanklessness 
And tainted so my spirit. # 

FALTtRO 

Unnatural ? No ; 

For thanklessncss was never unnatural }ct. , 

But thou, what thanks, my djfughter, owest tliou me 
Who have made thee not my daugliter ? Had I given 
Thine hand for love’s sake, ay, for love’s, aw'a} , 
Then thankless would.st thou be to thank me not. 
Now'— 
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DUCHESS 

Dear and grac?>us ever have you been 
Tov^’ard all found worthy grace and goodness : me 
You have *'**owned and clothed with , honour, being 
your wfe : 

And toward your country - 

FALIERO 

Good : forget not her. 
t)Lc'nEss 

Towar<^ tlTN^most glorious count t' given of Ciod 
For man's elect, his chosen of mon, to serve, 

Ni> son more gloiiou.s hath done scr uce. 

' KALIJ-KO 

- " Found 

More acceptable or worthier this reward. 

Nay, si ml jjot so thy speech : make on : thou sayest 
None Jjath deserved — what guerdon?- more than I. 

DUCHESS 

My loid, was this then wt ought for recompense? 

For euciclon is it we serve our country ? This 
Meseenied her highest reward of service done, 

I'he grace to serve her^. 

r-ALlKKO 

God’s best grace and hers 
For fourscore years I hate held it : now I hold 
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A harlot*s ki^s, a hangman's wage, more high, 
More precious gains and worthier good men's care, 


Than grace to serve my couytry. 


^ DUCHESS ^ 

Dei^ niy lord, 

And wherefore ? not through wrath and hate of ire, 
Which might so muih distemper and disease 
The raging blood and brain of violent men 
Fast bound with iron bands of honour and law 
To women less than woman, that the vvp^ld 
Might seem to them for shame’s sak^ymackness, day 
Night, and faith dust, and love’s monstrous : yet 
Sh<^uld this not leave them dead in trust of heart 
Toward motherhood^ and manhood, as /re they 
Whoso hearts cast off their country : were I vile, 

Mv ^diame could shame not Venice : but your heart, 
Being dear of doubt as mine of shafftls can 
No thought more worthy than a poisonous dream 
*That so should feed its lever. If i he not 
Vile, but in God’** and man's eves and in yours 
Clean as my mother bare mo dean of sin ^ 

Such as makes women sharndul' then, Ihough carih 
Were full of tongues that iried on me, whal huil 
W'erc this to you or God in heaven or nu; 

If we no more than God permit the snake 
To hurt the heel he hisses at, but shoots 
No sting through flesh untainted Weri* the world 
Full of base eyes and tongues, ears quick to <^atch 
Evil, and lips more .swift to spfeed it, how 
Should this make \iIo what were not ? \ on it is. , 

My lord it is who wrongs me, to require 
Revenge for that which if it need revenge 
None ever can wash out : but if it need 


VOL. V, 


u 
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None, being an emptier thing than air, the Wrong 
Were done of him that held it worth revenge. 

FALIERO 

Thou art higl'^ of heart, my child— as ciiildren may 
Be, and ftien rtiay not. 


DUCHESS 

Sir, but may not men 
Learn if ihe^ list of children ? Not of me 
Would 1 desire vou, but of Christ, to learn 
Forbearance. 

^ V FALIERO 

Christ was no man’s lord on earth, 

No woman’s Jhusband. 

^ DUCHESS 

God in flesh was he. 

i 

^ FALIERO 

Yea ; and not I. 

DUCHESS 

Nay, but his servant. 

FALIERO 

Yea. 

Venetian born, Christian baptized, and duke 
Crowned : and a man grown grey in toil of arms ; 
And profitable in service ; and a slave 
Whom all he served may spit on. That were nought. 
On thee for my sake may they. 
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No, my lord : 

On some base thing they call me, which is not 

L 

PALISRO 

Girl, who put so|freat a heart in thee ? 
DUCHESS 

The man who hath shown me honour ^^'rny life. 
Faliero. , f 

FALIERO 

None of hjpi shall learn It mofu 
DUCHESS 

Sir, all men shall that ever hear of him 
• So noble, and nobler therefore than were he 
Who had held it needful on so vile a wrong 
To set some seal of hemour by revenge. 

FALIERO 

* 

Of me thou sayest not this. I am not the man. 
DUCHES^ 

If God give ear to prayer, thou shalt be, 

FAUKRO 

Ay— 

If that which is not be, and that which is 
Be not, 1 shall be : this 1 doubt not of. 
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DUCHKSS 

My lord* am I then othe|, or yourself, 
l>ccause of tongues that if they smote a serf 
Would seen* pot worth our heeding ? ^ 

FALIERO 

No, and ay. 

The serf should heed not, nor for his sake we. 

But- Child,* it may be this has made me mad. 

AH day remerii*hrance rides me, and by night 
Bestrides and my brain, as though some bell 
Rang right above my head violenlly struck 
With pealiiigi pulse of hamirei s and in sleep 
Some shame I know not seems t\> close me round 
Cloudlike, and fasten on me like a lire, 

And clothe mb like a garment ; and it seems 
Ihou^Ood were good as thou, righteous and kind, 
He could not help me, heal my hurt, undo 
'Fhis c\ il men have done me, till myself 
Know and take heart and kill it and be healed. 

I am ol&, thou seest, I am old. God comfort thee 
Who ait not as 1 am, passionate and inlirm : 

Me shall h6 never. 


DUCHESS 

Sir, not God nor man 
But only passion bred and fed of pain 
Turns your fair strength to faint infirmit}F 
By night nor day, with dream nor reason. Is it 
Less praise, less honour, less desirable, 

To be reviled of hissing things whose souls 
Are wingless worms and eyeless, than to have 
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LfOve, thanks, and reverence, of all souls alive 
Worth reverence, thankfulness, or love ? Doth hell 
Give God less praise than h^ven, blaspheming him 
With tongues whose praise vvould hail him fit for hell ? 
Did vile men praise us, we might loatlyiK>urselves 
More than repentance yet bade ever nun, ^ 

More than though good men blamed. 

• 


FALIKRO ^ 

Ay, like enough. 

Thou hast a child’s cheek and a wise tongue. 

*Tis seventy years since I was called^ i child — 

And wise man was I never. Hark thee, boy : 

Thou art even as 1 was, loyal : now take note, 

By me take note, a%d warninjiy : turn tifine heart, 
Turn back thy face from honour ; change, and thrive: 
Leai n wisdom of a fool : be not abashefl, 

Forsaking ^ill thy father taught or f, 

All counsels and all creeds wherewith, being fools, 
Wc filled thee full of folly : one that bears 
Fourscore years’ weigjit of veriest foolishness 
So counsels and so charges thee. Bow down, 

Down lower, if aught be lower, than lies the dust 
That soils men’s feet save when they tread on men 
As these our masters now on thee and me 
And on my brother dead, thy father. Take 
All bullets of all heels thou datest not bite 
As one that thanks his chastener : let thy lip 
Kiss every hand whence with some loathliest» lie 
Thy tongue may wrest forth wages : let thy name 
For cowardice ring recorded more of men • 

Than ours for faith did ever : come there war, 

Peril, or chance of evil against the state. 

Make thyself wings, take to thee gold, begone, 
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Fly : strike no stroke, nor seem but fain4o slrike ; 
Haste, let the foe not find thee Uirrying, run, 

Cover thine head and hide thee : so shaft thou 
Deserve, if man of Veniefe may deserve, 

Honour. , 

BERTIJCCIO 
My lord and sire ! 

4 

FAtlFRO 

Forget those names. 

There lives no iitio or note of fatherhood 
More vencraljle lhaii sound the shivering hells 
That fringe a jester’s cap ; no lofdship now 
That shines too suie and high for shame to soil 
On heads Icsi than Stv no’s, 

4 1 " -11 


WRTITCIO 

Hear me, sir. 


FALII RO 

Who art tHou that I should hear thee ^ Do men hear 
Me ? But whate’er thou be thou art more than 1 ; 
Men call not thee the vilest name they can, 

Dog,. 


BLRTUt no 

V The noblest }ct ol earth’s it ’\ere, 
Would he that beais it but be strong in scorn 
Ol things less woith his la^c than once the foes 
Who found him sti ong in action. 
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Had 1 wist, 

Who am now not strong, .thou seest, save only in 
speech, • 

And even in speech tiine^stricken— had Ji wist, 

When for this Venice I smote Hungary down 
And of her fourscore thousand gave i tithe 
For crows to rend at Zara — when meseemed 
I fought for men that made our commonweal 
A light in God*s eye brighter than the sun^ 

That then I fought for Steno — Speak rJ[ thou ; 

I know thee, what thou wouldst, with/leave, forsooth, 
Say : but for these that fence him round I fought ; 
For these that brand me shameful for his sake, 

For these that set^heir seal upon his ^ordS, 

For these thnt find them worth so soft rebuke 
Ah might a sire lay on his iong*tongu<id child 
Who prattles truth untimely — bo}s tor ^ 

I fought, and fought for Sieno. 


Enii^r an Aftcndant 

\ 

ATTENDANT 

Noble |iir, 

The admiral of the arsenal desires 
Audience. 


HALIERO 

A man requires, thou sayest, of me 
Audience ? The world breeds yet, come rain or sun, 
Fools — how should liars and knaves Use live, or*Ciod 
Be served and worshipped of the world ? My lord, 
Admit him. 
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ATTENDANT r 

Sir! 

FAj^IERO 

Thou art not Venetian? 

i 

ATTENDANT 

. Yea— 

As 4 sure as you chief prince in Venice. 

^ FALIERO 

Then, 

Wert thou the lowest that welters out of life 
Down in the Wells till death lemernher him. 

Thou art Vnastcr and lord and sov^^^tei^n over me. 

If I may pray thee do me^’so much grace 
As not to smit^' me therefore on the cheek, 

I would d esire Vhef give thy fellow lord 

Admittame to your servant. [£x£t Attendant, 

Thou, my boy, 

Cio. Whatsoe’er from Venice come to me, 

From Ve^uco, earth, or heaven, can be but now 
Insult ; and thou, being loyal, and a fool — 

Kind, and my brother’s issue— fain would I, 

Being foolish too, and kindly, fain 1 v ould 

'fhou didst not see it. Go thou, my love, with him. 

Peace be with both. [JSixeunt Dua/iessand Uertuevio. 

Enter the Admiral oj tlw Arsenal 

% 

ADMIRAL 

Health to the Doge ! Sir, 

1 pra) you look but on my face. 
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PAUERO 

It bleeds. 

Thy brows are sorely bruised- Art thou come here 
For surgery ? * 

ADMIRAI. 

V’ca, by furtherance ot'j'our grace 
To find my fame a i^rgeon. 

PAIJKRO 

Fame ? what is it? 

The word is not Venetian, sir ; it means 
Honour, 


» ADMIRAL 

« 

Toward whom then should I^tiirn in trust 
Save toward our highest in honour^’ 

PAIJKRO 

Be it enough 

Thou art found a brawler : being a soldier, ijian, 

Be not a jester too. 

AUMIKAL • 

By neither name, 

Sir, am I known in Venice. As yourself 
Are honourable and a righteous man in \ u!e, 

I pray you nOv but charge 30U do me right. ^ 

PAL1ER(» . 

• • 

Or wilt thou have me pluck the sun from heaven 
And put it in thine hand ? Nay, that were nought ; 
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The sun, thoug^h save by sight we touch it not 
Nor save in thought come near it, yet in heaven 
By sight and thought we reach and And it there, 
And here by good woik'f done on earth ; but where, 
And by uhat sign, in Venice or on earth, 

Honour.'* 


ADMIRAL 

1 ci<ive no moie than light 

FAI IFRO 

No more ? 

Strange temperani c and strange modesty in man 
To Clave no more ih iii what, foi all we sec, 

Not (lod's alrnightinessdiath povtcr to givc- 
Or else oui less than nghUous God latks grace, 

And hath not iicaK to do it What wrongs arc thine ? 
'XV\cast‘ 1 have thus much more ol grace than God, 
That I will hearken if not help thee. 

L 

t ADMfKAI 

Sir, 

Ihcrc ^aniu hut now to the aisenal .1 man - [An/rrr. 


» Al H KO 

And smote another on the face - is this 
Thv wiong f* Thou canst not see tliesha ne cui mine 
That thou shouldst make thy plaait rtl this. Look 
^ heic - 

Scest ihoii no sign in flesh and blood that saith 
Whai hands h.ne buflctcei niei* 
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ADMIRAL 

My lord, my lord, 

It is not I who am wrongef| of these your jests, 

But you much more in honour. 

FAUERO 

^ That being nought, 

Dead, rotten, if the thing had ever life, 

I am nowise touched at all. But heed not i^c : • 

I had no mind to wrong thee. On. ^ 

ADMIRAL 

This man, 

Being noble, of the seed of Barbaro, « « 

Required of service to be done for him 
The masters of the galleys ; I being b^ 

Made answer for mine officers ant! thhie, 

This could not be : whereon wc fell to wor^s ; 

He chid my duteousness in office there 
As toward his place undutiful, and I 
Rebuked his rank for insolence : he thereat 
Spake not again, but smote me with his hand 
Clenched, and the jewel thereon that loaded it 
Hath writ his wrath where each man's may read 
That sees mine own yet blind with blood. 

FALIliKO 

WJiat then ? 

ADMIRAL 

Why, this then, if your grace love righteousness* 
More than reproach of men for mad misrule— 

J ustice. 
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FAUBRO 

Come hither — -here, be'^ide me. Look 
Northwestward, by St. N^ark’s, athwart the light 
Scist thou that beggar there a»-prawl and st nk 
Who seems soil the sunshine where ac lies i 

\ 

ADMIRAL , 

Ay, mv lord 

FAI ILUO 

Ask of him to help us both. 


ADMIRAI 

My lord, ♦he temper of your angiv uit 
Sterns wild and harsh to»ninc 


• • lAIILRO 

4 n 

Seem all things not 

To wise men wild as madness, haish as hell 
To mtn that ever think on heaven ^ Thou knowest 
Na}, thui, thou knouesl not how they deal with inc 
Who aie loids of ours, who bold us in their hands, 
Who bid us be and be not. This at least 
Thou hast heard no gondolier but sings it, none 
Hut laughs at laige who listens — this ye know, 

What rnannci of wiongrwas done me J ilc, ol whom, 
And toward wh it ludgment answciable he stands 
Who doth inc, being too weak to nghl mv^clf, 
^^Vong, Answer not : I did not bid thee say 
Thou know’est, toi mine own shame's sake, and loi 
thine 

I would not hear thee sweai thou knowest it not 
Now, even this houi, the sentence comes to me 
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Given on my wrongdoer by our lords of law 
Whose number makes up half my fourscore years, 
Man, what had thine been ? 

ADMIli^L 

What but ^eath ? 


PALIERO 

Indeed ? 

Death ? Is it possible or believable 
There lives a man that is no kin to me ^ * 

Who holds mine honour worth the washing ? Friend, 
These men, born high, have doomed this high-born 
man 

To lie secluded two close months in ward 
And walk again foijh freely. 


Endure it ? 


ADMIRAL 

Will your gr4ec 


FALIKRO 


Seest tHbu not how patiently ? 
Have all their forty buffets on this face 
Raised blood enough ti» blush with ? 


ADMIRAL 

^ Good sir duke, 

If you be minded verily for revenge, 

These husbands and these sons of harlots, called 
Nobles — ^thesc lineal liars whose tongues thrust out 
Lap blood, lick dust, or lisp for lewdne^s — these 
Whose mirth, w’hose life, whose honour hath for foot 
Adultery— these that laugh not save at shame, 

But turn all shame to laughter— these our lords 
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May find a lord who need but lack the will 
To hew them all in pieces. 

FALIERO 

* Ay, my friend ? 

ADMIRAL 

Sir, were you mine and theirs whp are friends indeed 
With all that groan and yearn, despair for shame, 
Wsiii irnd in hope ~ with all whose bloody sweat 
Anoints and sleeks and supples and makes fat 
Our lust}' lords in Venice— this might be 
Surely. 

FALIERO 

but now didst thou rebul’e me— }ea. 

For mockery chidd\st thou me : what words for this 
Shall 1 find fit to chide thee ? 

ADMIRAL 

Nay, my duke. 

What w'ords or stripes may please you : shame on me 
Can work no further now nor heavier wrong : 

^ut, holding me herein a liar or mad. 

You give trUih’s self and your owm soul the lie 
If hope or faith or yearning or desire 
Be verily in your soul toward vengeance. 

FALIERO 

^ If 

God’s will be strong, man’s will bo weak, and good 
Be not more vile than evil — if hate or love, 

Wrath, shame, or righteousness, be anything, 

Or aught at all be more than nothing, then 
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Much itK>re ^han vengeance I require ; and yet 
Desire beyond all else desirable 
Vengeance. If these who have wronged me, being 
wiped out, I 

May leave tlus Venice with their blood washed white, 
Clean, splenliH, sweet for sea and sun €b kiss 
Till earth adore and heaven applaud her -then 
Shall my desVe, till jhen insatiable, 

Feed full, anq sleep for ever. 

ADMIRAL 

Sir, do you 

Set but your hand with ours to it, and the work 
Is even half wrought already. 

TALILRO 

Wh«t afe the> 

Who have in hand so high a work, and bid^ 

Mine ow'n lake part and lot with theirs therein? 

•ADMIRAL 

• 

My laith in yours needs not assurance ; \ct 

Must none unpledged have knowledge of it, or laRS" 

Oui lives in keeping . therefore, ere I speak, 

Swear. 

J SLILRO 

Wiser men should bear th> chaige than thou : 
Swear ? If thou lack assuraftce of me, tfiend, 

What oath of force may give it thcc If by God ^ 

I sw^ear, being one that might, unsvsurn to God, 
Betray thee, will m> treasonous tongue be tied, 
Think’st thou, b\ fear of God, not fearing shame 
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Were oath or word worth half a grain of dusf 
If, save for fear of hell and God, I durst, 

Or would, albeit God’s tongue should bid me, He ? 
Or if by Venice, shall faith to her 
Not bind me, being unsworn, to faith with you 
If well ye wir toward Venice — and if ill, ' 

What oath could pledge me to this breat h of oath, 
The mere misprision of your treason — n c, 

Who stand for Venice here, in all time’® sight, 

To /jodward and to tnanward answerable ? 

Or by miilv- honour would you bind me .ast 
To abstain from that which could I dream to do 
My soul were with Iscariot’s fast in hell 
Now while my body yet should walk the world 
And make the sun ashamed to cast on earth 
The shameful shadow o^such a .‘Soulless thing 
Spared by sheer scorn of Satan’s and of God’s, 
Rejected of damnation ? He that swears 
Faith toward his fellow bids him note and heed 
That faith is none within him, seeing his word 
Wants worth and weight which if it want indeed 
No heavier oath than ever shook the soul 
With thilhder and with terror and with air 
C.'^n jfiJd or casl upon it. 


Then be it, sir. 


ADMIRAL 

On your soul 


FALIERO 

* Veil, friend; be it on mine and thine. 

And now, as I and thou are faithful men, 

Speak. 
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Sir, albeit as yet conspiracy 
Be shapeless as a shadow, this dark air 
Breeds not beneath our iron^heaven of rule 
Clouds charn^ with less than lightnings; men there 
are I , 

Whose h*ateY^nd love toward freedcin and tow^ard 
shame] • 

Are full as evin your own great heart of fire. ^ . 
With huch if^ou would commune on this .^lusc, 

Tw’O might I now bid hither ; a seaman tried, 

Filippo Calcndaro, swift of hand 

And stout of heart as is his comrade wise 

And keen of spirit and craft in wiles of w.ir, 

Bertuccio Israello : dhese, by secret Wifrd * 

Being called to counsel, sh«i (1 not fail at need 
To give us note whom else to lakc^in t;*ust 
As in this cause auxiliaries. 


FALIKEO 

• Therein 

Lord nor lieutenant nor subordinate 
Should any be, but equal all in heart 
And all in station as in action all 
Equal : for if in heart we be not one 
How shall not each loose limb of our design 
Rot, and relax in sunder ? N^ot allies, 

Auxiliaries nor seconds we require, 

But single*souled sons of one* mother born 
And brothers one in spirit ; born as Christ 
Of this pure virgin’s womb, the coVi^mon weal’s, * 
Whom fools and slaves would fain make false and foul, 
Being bastard-hearted, though true-born : but she 
VOL. V. X 
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Knows shame no more than them she knows^^ whose 
souls 

Were shapcn as for service of a king, 

Not citizen, but subject. Bid our friends 
Hither : but ere you go, \ pray you call . 

My nephew t ' me. 

*■ ADMIRAL ^ 

r j 

Sir, God give you ^ race 
To 'takt'this cause upon you ; if he givt 
No name that ever grew a star shall burn 
Too high for yours to shine by. 

lALIhkO 

^ This pci chance 

May and perchance may be not ; God^s own hand 
Holds fast all'issn.^'s of our deeds : with him 
The end bf all our ends is, but with us 
Our ends are, just or unjust : theugh our works 
Find righteous or unrighteous judgment, this 
At least is ours, to make them righteous. Go. 

\Extt /Idwirai, 

sentence shall be given on mine ? Of man, 

As ill or well God means me, well or ill 
^ Shall judgment pass upon me : but ot God, 

If God himself be righteous or be God, 

Wlio being unrighteous were but god of hell, 

The sentence given shall judge me just : for these 
Who are pari and pared of my shame and theirs 
Defile not nor disgrace me, whom thev spuin 
And smile and spif on, but their countr}’ : nay, 

Nor only this, but freedom, duly, right, 

Honour, and all things whence the unlikeness lives 
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Of corvnonwealths and kingdoms ; all whence grows 
The difference found of man whose brow fronts heaven 
And beast whose eye seeks earthward - citizen 
Whose hand implores a grijpe from no man’s hand, 
And thrall ^'hosc lip craves pardon if it smile. 

Re-enter Bertuccio 

How farest tlou ndW, boy? When I bade tnec nence, 
It was to sp:re thee sight and share of shame ^ • 

I thought should fall upon me : but I knew 
Thou wouldst have borne therein thy loyal part, 

And eased, if pain of thine or love might ease, 

My sufferance of mine own. Behold me now : 

What seest thou ? rage, or shame, or oride. or fear. 
Or what vile passiem else ? ^ 

BFKTITCCIO 

# 

Dear father, none, 

As never yet man saw nor man shall see 
A sign on that the noblest face alive 
Dishonourable. 


PALIBRO 

I 

No! aught untimely ? nought 
Strange ? For the world is other with me, boy, 
Than when wc parted. • 

BERTUCCIO 

Sir, I dare not say, ^ 
Not though the W’ord seem written on your brow, 
Triumph — nor, though this lighten from your e)e, 
Joy. 

X 2 
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FALIERO 

Vet, by Christ's own cross, my brother’s child. 
Thou shonldst not lie to |ay so. 

nKHirccio 

W'hal/^ood hap 

Hath broiig’ht them back whefice hie bv men’s 
, ^efaiill I 

Such looks loiif? natural there, were hat ished ? 

FA HERO 

Son, 

A poor nvin’s ^ rontj and mine and all the world's, 
Diverse and individu«il, main aiKft>iu*, 

Insull'erable of ionj^-sulTcrinf; less than (iod’s, 

Of all endurance uTiendurable else, 

Heincf eorne \o tl<n)d and fullness rnn\ , the Isde 
Is risen in mine as in the sea's own heait 
To tempest and to triumph. Not for nought 
Ain I tlial w'ild w'de’s bride;* loofn- -old and hoai, 

Not sapless yet nor soulless. Well slw knows, 

- .C-well the wir.d oui brolhei, whence our sails 
Went swolltai and strong toward Istiia, that her 
head 

bow down binist^d with battle, and yield up 
Its eiestcd crown to \’'enice~ \vell the world 
Knows it this ^ley-griuvn head and lank right hand 
Were once unserviceable . and she, my wife, 

The sea it is that sends me comfort, son. 

Strength, and assifrance c'f her sv>ns and mine, 

Thy biethren, here to stablish light for wrong, 

For treason truth, tor thraldfun like as ours 
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Freedom. • Bui thou, be it wind and sun 
That reared thy limbs and Jit thy vein.s with life 
Have blown and shone upon thee not lor noujjht — 

If these have fed and fired^thy spirit as mine 
With loveTiwith faith that casts out fear, with joy, 
With truth and pride in trust^ if thou 

Be theiiy iitdced as theirs am I, witlj me * 

Shalt thou t*ke pagt and with my sea-folk — aye, 
Make thincM eyes wide and |E;^ive God wondering 
than Its ^ * 

That grace like ours is given thee thou shalt hear 
Part of our praise for ever. 


BEKTt rc lO 

• • • 

• Praise or blame, 

Ar»d ruinous fall or radiant rise, for me 
Wnh vou shall bo as one thing ^ I afn >ours. 

The man I am you made mo, and may shape 
The man I shall be. 

tfw Admmn\ with CALtNO VkO and Jskaello 


KAjarKO # 

Welcome, sirs ; ye find 
A fellow -servant, and your oomradc now 
In fellowship of wTong, not hopeless yet 
To call you, if )our will stretch wing with mine, 
Friends, citizens, and hretliTen. This oar friend 
Hath given you by my charge to know' of me • 
Thus much, that if your ends an^ inme be one, 
As one oui WTongs are, and this people’s need 
One, toward the goal forefelt of our desire 
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No heart shall heat, no foot shall press, no haftd 
Strain, strive, and strike with steadier will than 
mine 

And faith more slrcnuousftoward the puroose. This 
If ye believe not, here our hope hath end / 

If ye believe, flore under happier stars * | 

Rejoins the elate ^of V'enice. 

• 

CALENDARO 

I believe 

Not more in God’s word than in yours ; and this 
Not for your station’s sake, nor yet your fame’s, 

How hig-h soe'er the wind of w'ar have blown 
The splendour pf your standard : but, my lord, 

Your face and heart and speech, being one, require 
Of any not base-born and servile-souled 
Faith : and m}^faitti I give >ou. 

ISKAhtLO 

, Sir, and I, 

Wlu) knof ' as all men know \ou wise in war, 

Pn< (n’st in wisdom tried so long, and found 
So strong foi; servitt; e\cr. 


FALlfcRO 

« 

Thw'n, no more 
Hath hope so high as ours is need of words 
'Fo rear it higher or set more steadfast. This 
Remains, that beinjr in purpose strong to strike 
We take but counsel where and how t!.e stroke 
M.iy sharpest tall and surest. Sirs, for me 
In all keen ventures tried of strength and chance 
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T.¥ brfefest*rede and boldest hath been best. 

We, that would purge the state of poisoned blood, 
Need now but mark its hour for blood-letting, 

And whereto prick the swc^lcn and virulent vein 
That feeds full this deep disteinperaturc 
Whence haKthc heart of Venice rots. •These men 
That stey the slate with violent hand 
These rather 4hat bind fast the steerj^nao's haiul, 
Baffle and blind him, while the veering stem 
Reels death v'ard —they or she must utterly • * 
Perish : the wind blows higher thiough this red 
heaven 

Thau when a ship may save herself, yet fling 
Less by the board of ail her lading, now^ 

Found w^irthless, than may lighten hey indeed. 

What think you ? may tUs plague be thoroughly 
purged, 

And one ot rliese i>ur loidi. who tftimple us 
Li\e? Are }e men that t,ike this burden up, 

And think with half a h.uul to bear it through 
Oi weai It like a feather? li >e will, 

Ye nia} be tree, redli.tndcd from revenge,^ 

Or keep while hands, be slaxcs, and slumber : I 
W'ill seive no more, not sleep dishonoured. ^ 


CAI IvNDAaO 

• Sir, 

For one wrong done yon, being but man as w’c, 

If w^ath make lightnir.g ol voui life, in us, 

For all wrongs done ot all lords ali^o 
Through .all our years of Tn ing^, doubt you not ^ 
But wialh shall climb as high low ud he.'iven, and 
hang 

As hot w ith hope of thunder. 



312 


MARINO FALIERO 


[aci r r 


l&RAEl LO 

Not to me 

Can justice ever seem loo just, or steei 

Too strait;ht ahe^id on vengeance but >/e need 

The helmsm&i’s c)e lo run before his^iand, 

1 he capt^^In's tongue to bid us whither 

1 

F \Ln RC 

• You, 

Sir admiral, spake but Ute of one to me 
Who lacking not the will should lack not power 
To cat VC this monstrous quarry limb from limb 
And give its flesh toi beasts less vile to feed ; 

Sp.ike } ou not somewise thus f 
% 

AHMIKAI 

Ay, v'enly - seeing 
Ileait, as' I deemed, in you, sir, touard the work ; 
And, seeing it yet, still say so. 

^ FALir RO 

Men have seen 

•" WffiTsts and have r.ishher spoken, yet have won 
Piaisc foi sfiirp Slight and judgment Friends, me- 
seems 

^ <t none oi vou will sa«y that in this cause 
\\ c lack no largci counsel than our own, 

No further scope of foresight, though the path 
Be ne’er so strait and sdcrct ; foot and cvk. 

Must keep, for all this close and narrow way. 

The vantage vet of outlook far and free 
Lest in the darkness where v'»ur snares are set 
Out selves be trapped as wolves by twilight. 
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ADMIRAL 

Sir, 

Some six or seven I wot of, being called in 
To single founsel severall)^ shall give 
Each man, sf please you, judgment o# the mean 
That may be found for present action. • 

FALIERO 

• This 

The rudest march of ro igh-shod strategy 
Could push not past and miss it, that we need 
Ere noon or night may crown conspiracy 
Not SIX or seven to post about the squares 
But some sixteen gr seventeen chiefsgelectf 
With each some forty swofdsmcn at his back 
Well weaponed and arrayed, but^hcld^in doubt. 

Even till the perfect hour strike, on what jjnd 
Their enterprise is bent and bound : and these, 
When dawns the night or day determined, shall 
At signal given fall Jicre and there in fray, 

With stormy semblance made of casual strife 
To right and left enkindling : sc> shall I 
Find in.stant cause or pica to bid the bejls 
Toll summons from St. Mark*s, and they thereon 
To press from all sides in and every street 
Down toward the church ; where, finding these our 
lords 

And all chief ministers of the common wrong 
Who stand chief princes of the common A^eal 
Drawn forth by fear together to demand • 

Whence thus leaps forth such riotous noise by night. 
Full may they fall upon them unaware 
And drive on heaps and slay them. 
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BERTL'CCIO 

Sir— 


f 

FALIERO 


What says 

Our nephew— sjvorn so late upon our side f 
Deep as man’s faith may pled^ hinf? Does the 
. ^charge 

Mislike thee ? Didst thou lie^ or didst thou not 
Sweat ? 


BERIIH'CIO 

♦ 

•Sir, no such enterprise I swore 
As treads through blood of blameless men towards 
ends , 

Whereof f wis^ not ; nor, though these be pure, 

To me may general slaughter seem absolved 
Or by their grace transfigured and redeemed 
From damnable to righteous. Nay, my lord, 

Reply no^ as your eyes make answer : I 
Take back no word of all I said, and now 
Reiterate, seeing they need reiteiance : nought 
That you shall bid me, not though God forbid. 

Will 1 not, if I may, do : but what end, 

How high soe’er and single-eyed, can bid 
Spill innocent blood, and stand up spotless ? Think, 
As these men should, being pure of purpose— think 
If truth or trust or freedom, righteousnev*, 

Kakh, reverence, love, or loyalty, be f uits 
That burst or burgeon from so dire a seed 
As were in these rebellion, and in you 
Ticason. 
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PALIERO 

Treason ? 


BERTUfciO 

The word should ^ca re you not, 
If not thij enterprise may scare yoi: 

ISRAELLO 

Duke, 

Stranfje ears, it seems, have caught our counsel. 
CALENDARO 

Peace : 

Howe'er the strife of counsels end, wc stand 
Safe : here is yet no traitor. 

BERTUCCIO 

He that holds 

His life in fear of mif may hold it safe 
As 1 will hold mine honour. Sir, what en^, 

(To Fa/te^.) 

Though this device should drink not innT>cent blood, 
And violence fall not siive on wrongdoers* heads, 
What end shall come oi this fed enterprise. 

What fruit of such a root as bears for flower 
Carnage that strikes by midnight ? 

♦ * 

ISRAELLO » 

irst for us 

Justice, and next for him who doth us right 
A crown. 
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BERTUCCIO 

A crown, and justice ? night and day 
Shall first be yoked together. 4 

% • 

' CALENDARO 

Xruth u*'. that : 

If right and wrong engender, they bring forth 
No t?ue-begotten«jfFspring. 

BERTUCCIO 

V Sir. can 5'Oii 

Hear an^ keep silence when a citizen born 
Of Venice profTcrs you fer hire ol blood, 

For price of ejeath dealt and a darkling blow. 
Kingship ? 


FALTERO 

It was not well sai^--no, nor thought — 
Of any, korn republican, — albeit 
The <^inmonweal be cankered now at core — 

That healing' even for plagucspots might be found 
In such a leper’s bed as monarchy 
Keeps warm with prostitution, till therein 
A people’s lifeblood, foul with sloth and shame, 

Rot round its heart and perish. 


ISRAELLO 

1 would have you 

Reign but as first of citizens, and see 
Crowned in your name the people. 
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FALIKRO 

Good my friend, 

The foulest reig^ns whence ever earth smelt foul 
When all her wastes and cilyps reeked of Rome 
Were by that poisonous plea sown, watoied, fed : 
The W'orst called emperors ever, kings 'fvhose names 
Serve even for slaves to curse with, lived by vote 
And shone by ielegi!Aion. We desire^ 

For all men who desire not wrong to man 
Freedom but save for love's sake^iid the right? 
Freedom to servt hath no man. 

ISKAIvLl.O 

Love sflould give 

Right to the crownotl redccmei of the ^tatc * 

To bid men serve tor thankfulness and love 
The man who did them service. 

f'AUr.RO 

And to them 

Right to bow down, And servo, and abdicate 
Manhood? Not Ciod could gi\c man, llfough he 
would, # 

Power to do this, and light to live : tor fhey 
That so should cast off inanfulness, and tread 
Their birthright out in blood or trampled mire, 

Could claim, being men, but right to kill and die, 

Or live, being thralls, as beasts that feed and groan 
Till death release them into dost. Nu mose. 

To serve and reign for me were shame alike, 

And for my masters or my slaves n» 4 sb», 

Inseparable and reverberate, crime from crime 
And shame on shame for ever. 
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ADMIRAL ' / 

Sir, well said. 

CAL^NDARO 

Ay, and well Jone : such words are dc^ ds, and wear 
Swords for service on them. 

FALIKRO 

* .,r Yet of these 

And all w'ords else enough is ours and more, 

If very swords be slower to speak than they. 

Ye have in) mind, I yours ; remains but fhis. 

That each b*‘<akc him toward his olhee. 

* ‘ < 

ArfMTRXl 

Sir, 

Farewell awhile we bid you, giving God 
Thanks that he gives us and so great a cause 
A chief whose heart is great as it. 

FAUtRO 

Farewell. 

\f'.\y*unf A (fffiira/t Calemfaro, and IsnicUo. 
And how may this now please thee ? Have I said 
III? 

I 

HKKTUCCIO 

No, my lord. 

c FAUKKO 

I 

Or shall not we do well 
To raise up Venice from the dust wherein 



MARINO FALIERO 


3«9 


1 

'^BNB l] 

% 

Ji'len trample down her servants, and to bring 
Al^hailghtieSt heads and highest of tyrants down 
Th\her? 

BERTIK'-CIO 
lord, it may b*. 

' tALIBKO 

Nay, by God, 

Thou art older and colder of spirJt^yjid blood I ; 
I am hoar of head, but thou, tliou art sere at heart, 
And grey in soul as fearful forethought makes 
Old men whom lime bows lowlier down than me. 
What yet of this mislikes thee ? Wouldjsl thou make 
The rough ways plain for irecdom’s teet, yet .spare 
Tyrants ? , 

BERTIHCIO 

Of all this blood that shall be shed, 

If none indeed be taintless, I would spare 
No drop that knows infection . but, my sire, 

Who dares say this? 


FA I IHRO 

I. 

mCRTUCCJO 

Nay, not you, but wrath, 
Your wrath it is that says so^ 

FMIEKO ^ 

No . for proof 

With iron longues innumerable echoing me 
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Cries out upon the house-tops, fills and thrills 
Streets, bridges, squares, with shame f/om roof .o 
roof 

Reverberated resounding as to toll 

The deep death-knell of h-^notir. None there is, 

Not one that ir;i^this wrongdoing bears ^ot part, 

Not one bi^t we in Venice, we vvhos^e hands 
Are pledged to quench in blood this funeral fire 
That else will burn up justice, courage, faith, 
Andjeave but shame alive and vileness free 
And cowardice crTJWned as conquei or. Here she lies, 
Our mother, mightiest late of all things throned 
And hailed of earth as heavenly, naked, soiled, 
Mocked, sctmrged, and spat on not her first of sons 
And not her iJIst escapes, e\ades, csJiews 
Communicn in 'one sairamcnt of *‘haine, 

Partakes not, pledges not the wine of wrong, 

The bread of oatrage first and last are one : 

Bound of base hands down on her pyre alive, 

Fast bound with iron and with infamy, 

Our commonweal groans, knowing herself a thing 
For slaves and kings to scoff at. Shall this be 
With thy goodwill for ever ? Not with mine 
Shall it ; nay, not though scarce a lithe were leri 
When justiccvhath fulfilled her fiery doom 
Again to build up Venice 

UERTUCCIO 

Who shall build 
On graves and ashes, out of fire and blood, 

Or citadel or temple ? Where on earth 

For man what stronghold, or what slirine for God, 

Rose ever so from ruin ? 
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Rome — if Rome 

Lie not — wrs built on innocent blood : and here 
No fratricidal auspice shall renew 
Life, but a sacrificial sign again 
Inaugxirate Venice for her sons to praise 
And all the wo’^ld to worship. These are not 
Brethren, nor men nor sons of men are these, 

But worms that creep and couple, and sting, 
Whose blood though foul shall purge pollution liencc 
And leave the shore clean as the sea. Would God 
Their hour to-night could ere its natural lime 
Ring from St. Mark’s, albeit the bell that struck 
Rang me to rest for ever ! I shall sleep 
Thereafter, sound as triumph or as death 
That strikes, and seals up triumph. 

BERTUCCIO 

Sir, 1 know, 

If by strange hap my jsire could err, with him 
For me to err were better, even to death, , 

Defeat, dispraise, and all that darkens death, 

Than swerving from his side to shine, and Uve*^ 
Acclaimed of all men’s praises. Be your will 
Done : for as God’s youi will shall be for me 
A stronghold and a safeguard though 1 die 


VOL. V. 


V 
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Ik 

ACT IV 


Scene I. ^ cabhiet in the palace of Lioni 
Enter Lioni and Beltramo 


LIONJ 

Speak new, t>ien ; here Jit least is none but I. 
Speak. 

* » BELTKAMO 

^J>ir, you dream not what you bid me do. 

LIONI 

By j^ooci St. Mark, not I : but this should be 
Sonn* honest or hardly wouldst thou dare 

So Ihiiist and press upon me. 


1 doubt it is not. 


BFLTKAMO 

No, my lord. 


LIONI 


^ Get thee hence, then * out : 
Is there no room for all dishonest w^irks 
In all the range of Venice, that a knave 
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Must make me closet counsetior with him» 

Here emptying forth his knavery ? By this light, 

1 think thou art here belated, mad with wine 
Or drunk ^’ith brawling : yet again 1 think 
Thou darest not thus abusi me. 

BELTRAMO 

Si/, I dare 

Nor hold my peace nor hardly sgeak ; yet this • 

1 cannot but beseech you to believe. 

That if betw’ccn two doubts 1 hang distraught 
The stronger cause that plucks me by the heart 
Is care and duty toward you, born of love ; 

The weaker, hall disrooted now, ci>nsft-ains 
M} conscience yelTor shaipe’s sake hicli nathless 
I needs must here cast ofl* me. Sir, you know 
How yet no long time since it istliat/ve 
Communed of matters held for me loo high, 

.Of unendurable evil endured, of wrong 
Whence all men’s hearts were wasted as with fire, 

Of hope that helped*not, patience grey with pain, 
Long-suffering sick to death, and violence^ronseJ 
To range among the vioUnt : danj^erous dreams 
Whereof your w isdtun, though with tenTperale words, 
Rebuking them, chastised me : whence, my lord, 

1 come lo show you ni>vv what seed hath sprung 
To what swift height and amplitude of doom 
Far overshadowing Venke. You desired 
A sign, as they that knew u«t Christ, and lo, * 

My lord, a sign I bring you. Twelve hours rnor^ 
Shall see this moon of April lialt b^rnt out 
And half the squares and highways of this town 
A sea of blood full foaming toward the verge 
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Where it shall meet our natural sea, and bid ^ 

Her waters, widening over bank and bridge, 

Swell strong with storm of murder’s making. Tins 
May none avert : God wills it : man desires 
And shall by God’s grace t!o it : but you, my lord, 
Keep from thoj»'' ways your foot at dawn, albeit 
The cry beVai.sed of enemies at our gates, 

Of Genoa round^our port in sail ;^and keep • 

Your lifeblood from that torrent which shall drown 
All |7alaces else tJi^t ^hall by dawn send forth 
Their lords at summons sounded from St. Mark’s : 
And so, as now through me, God save you. 

LIONI 

^ Stay. 

Thou didst not think to say so and pass forth 
With no more question, scathless ? 

BEf.TRAMO 

Good my lord, 

This did I think, that from your noble hand, 

In quittaii^'c of my deep devotion shown 
At risk and rate of honour and of life 
To keefl your head unscathed, I should not find 
Disgrace for guerdon, or for thanksgiving 
DeUth. 

".-lONl 

Art thou all made up of w’ords, and hzist 
No thought that runs ntv. loose upon thy tongue 
To ^ell thee such a warning given as thme 
Can die not out within mine ear, and leave 
Unwarned of peril, if peril indeed there be, 

Venice ? 
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BELTRAMO 

I would but do you service. 

4 

UONI 

T^hanks. 

A worthy service were it, my worthy friend, 

Of me a&d th^e, thftt thou shouldst ^id me crawl 
Aside from g’eneral ruin of all the state, . 

And I should grovel at thy beclf^' and creep 
Darkling away from danger. What is this 
That under a flickering veil of vehement words 
Thou showest and wilt not show me ? 


Death. 


BELTRAMO 


Death, I say : 


LIONI 

If I knew thee not no coward or cur, 
To-night I should niisknow thee. Night and day 
Ls death not still about us, here and there^ 

Alive around the ways and hours of life, 

That vrhat we think or what we are fain to So 
We should not do for death's sake.^ How these 
knaves, 

Whose life is service or rebellion, fear 

Death ! and a child high-born would shame them. 

BELTRAMO 

• If 

Death seem so gracious in a great Vian's eye, 

Die, my lord : I, too mean to live your friend, 

Am not your murderer. 
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LIONT 

Nay* nor any man’s, 

It I can stay thine hand b^imos. I would^not 
By force withhold thee, nor by violence wring 
What yet t^ou fiast left unspoken forth : but hence 
Thou gocst not out, and I left ignorant here^ 

What purpose h> led thee hither. * * 

• 

BRLTKAMO 

Why, to you 

1‘Vicndship ; and haply hate t<» no man else 
Of all now dan ned alive to darkness. 

• • • 
f 

IJONI 

, ‘ Good : 

The slot is hot : I scent the quarty. So, 

Sojue certain of tliy kind arc hound and sworn 
To do the ignoble and the poc>r npan right 
By murdenuis justice done on us, who wre^ng 
Oui tolJow-folk with flaunt of wicked wealth 
And vex thcMr^baseness with nobility? 

And with our Doge’s blood and c’»iirs ye would 
Make ripe that harvest, fill that winepress full, 
Which now not titty yejfrs from this, ye know', 
I')olcin(’» thought to reap and tread, and bring 
Rqunl ,md simple rule of right again 
Among us called by Christ’s name here on earth — 
And how he died remembering, inch from inch 
Rent living with led iron, and his bride 
Burnt limb from limb before his eyes, thou wouldst 
Eschew such end as theirs was ? 
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BBLTRAMO 

Twice, my lord, 

You have erred : 1 stand not here to save myself ; 
Nor stands^our lord the Doji^e in dan^j^er yet, 

If he that hears me speak lovfe honour, 

LfONI 

4 

But if this be not wine that swells thy speech, ^ 
No less it is than murderous matfness. How 
May death stretch wing above all heads of ours 
And shadow not our master’s ? Him, of all 
High-born in Venice, should conspiracy 
First menace, risen from darkness suejt as broods 
About such hearts 41s hale us. If thop be^ 

Mad, be not yet thine own ^elf-murderer ; think — 
For wine it is not that is wild in Jhce-v 
What peril even the least of all thy words^ 

It here thou pause, hath pulled upon thee. 

• BBLTRAMO 

^ That 

Had I cast thought on, here 1 should not be— 

Nor Lioni, nor the noblest born my lord, ^ 
Have power or breath to threaten or implore 
Me, nor the least in Venice. 

• 

MONI 

• Friend, from me 

Nor threat nor prayer need any fear or hope 
Who feeds on air and sunshine ; h;^ist oi all 
Thou : for of all men bred of baser Kind, 

Could 1 perchance fear any, thee at least 
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I could not, having called thee friend : for one 
Who doubts or fears or dreams ingratifude, 

Or holds for possible disloyalty, ^ 

Stands proven in sight of his own secret ^oul 
As possibly, should chan^ or time prevail, 

Disloyal and ungrateful. Such was I,, 

If man s^y so, never : yet mescems 
That unreproved of cowardice I may crave, 

To know, hadsA^thou been haply *iess rfiy friend, 
How should mine hand have lost the power it hath, 
My lips lacked* breath to question thee ? or how 
Should not the Doge, being our lord of lords, 
Incarnate and impersonate Venice, bear 
Part in our general danger 


BELTRAMO • 

« 

Nay, my lord, 

I said not that*; paft shall he bear therein, 

God wot, and unendangered. Please you, sir, — 
Please it y^our pride and pure nobility^ — 

'I'o spare your smile and shrug — give so much ease, 
This hour, to lip and shoulder — 1 would say 
What, bcitig derided and endured— forborne, 
Insulted^, and foi given, — it might not please 
Your servant A*br your scornful sake to say. 

You will not ask me, whai ? 


LION! 

Assuredly, 

No. 


, BELTRAMO 

Speak, fhe^, and be cursed of God and man, 
You bid me, who forbear to bid me. 
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« • LlONl 

* * 

But bid thee now no longer hold me here 

Awake anS vexed with' vel^ement speech wherein 
If aught be honest nought is clear enough 
To speak thee sound of wits : and diSst ibou so, 

Of God and man forgiveness might I win 
If I should hi i GodPeurse thee, and >ny men 
Lead forth or thrust thee from my gates. Wcre.this 
For me — the word still twitlerii^ on thy tongue — 
Death ? 


BELTRAMO 

Yea, my lord : and death fdt all your kin. 

• • ^ 

LIONl » • 

By Christ, but this is fiery wine indeed 

That speaks in thee so steadfast. Wouldst thou not 

Sleep ? 

BELTRAMO • 

Soon and sound enough will ypu, my lord, 
Sleep, if my speech be slighted, that I speak 
Out of true heart and thankfulness. 

LION] 

• And where, 

When thus by night red riot runs and reels , 
And murder rides out revelling, wh^e i>hall be 
The keepers of our state ? where, first of all, 

7'he Doge ? 
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BBLTRAMO 

They that keep our state so well 
That only force can purge it — they shall bft* 

Where sheep and oxen,<cf^l and fish are found, 
When some gre>/- feast is toward and guatits come in — 
Dead on a tieap : and he, their lord and ours— 
Where think yo^, sir ? 


LION! 

Nay, man, God knows, not I : 
hTrst he it or last of all the sacrifice, 

Where the old man falls, there lies a brave man slain — 
Head, hand, aVd heart of Venice. 

• 

* 

BELTRAMO 

He shall be 

Where when a fight is won the general stands 
Rcd-foot(‘d and i od-handed and brow-bound 
With bays that drip down blood. 

LlONl 

Your captain ? 


BELTRAMO 

Believe me not, and perish. 


Ay. 


LIONl 

I am more like 

To li\ c, and see thee whipped or hanged, and not 
Believe thee. 
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BELTRAMO 

Choose : I have given you, sir, the chance 
That none f)ut one of all your kind is given : 

Cast from your hand your luA and life, you die, 
Self-slaughtei*{*d : on your head, not illfine, the charge 
Lies of your bloodshed. 


UONI 

Man, if this be truth, 

The sun may reel from heaven, and darkness rise 
For dawn upon the world. 

BELTRAMO 

1 cannot tell. 

They say sncl\ things have been, -sir. 

• 

LK'M 

Nay, but none 

Like this ; Kaliero captain of thy crew ? 

Thine ? 


BELTRAMO 

» 

'\y, lord, we are despicable “and ho 
A man despised as we are, and most of all, “ 

Being highest in place ; more grievous and more gross 
Is thence his wrong, and keener thence the shame 
That gnaws his heart away *vith fangs of fire. 

LIONI 

And he, to be revenged of us, — of them 

Who spared a hound the halter, not the scourge — 
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Hath leagued himself, thou sayest, wjth knaves by 
night 

To wash the ways with slaughter — set a knife 
To the open throat of sleep — break trust, slay faith, 
Strike through the hea^i ^of honour ? stab the law, 
Set for his mo<Aer a snare to strangle (ler. 

Work miracles of murder ? change a name 
That now rings out a clarion in men’s ears 
For one that hisses like a snake, and means 
Treason ? 


BELTRAMO 

Sir, were it but for his behoof. 

To feed his o^<n lusts fat with gold and blood, 

Gird his oUr brows with empire, steal, stab, lie, 

And reign, abhorred and abject, over swine 
That once were men, but changed their heart and head 
To grovel, snout and groin, in slavery — then 
Shame were it indeed, and shameful change, for him, 
Heing man, to shed man’s innocent blood, break faith, 
And spit at God, and triumph, and be damned 
More deep than Cain with Judas, and his grave 
h"or guc?-don take the spittle and the spurns 
Of all true men for ever : but the lord 
Who leads us forth of bondage, though he lead 
Through this red sea, struck no more loyal stroke 
With heart more single or hand more honest once 
Off 1 stria, nor at Zara. 


LIONI 

Once? ay, twice. 

Our lord was tound our saviour ; now, if this 
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Be monstrous truth thou tell’st me, he, grown hoar 
With gforiousyears and works, would leave his name 
A trakor's, red and foul for ever. Nay, 

But if this no drunken dream or He 
No plea can cleanse him of murderous taint 
That reeks froqn names abominable ofjpian 
As manslayers of their brethren. • 

BELTRAMO f 

•sir, if Cain 

• * 

Be smitten again of Abel ere he die. 

Shall Abel stand attainted on this charge 
As fratricide or traitor ? 

LIONr 

Why, m/frionrd, 

I lack the lawyer’s wit and tongue to prate • 

As advocate against thee : this is all 
1 can, to assure myself and heaven and thee 
That this destruction thou wouldst bid me shun 
Shall ere it fall on us be stayed. Reply * 

Not now, nor here : for hence thou goes! not »\it 
Till I to-night have communed with the k>rds 
Nasoni and Cornaro, who shall make 
Sharp inquisition of thy news and thee * 

Here, ere the council meet, and lay strict hand 
On all found part of this conspiracy 
Or like to dip red hands in danger, when 
Strange darkness rides in the air. and strange design 
Makes hot men’s hearts with hope of evil. Thou 
Shalt rest unhurt ; but we will know Sf thee 
All needful for prevention. 
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BELTRAMO 

Christ our Lord 

Knows'"— 

4 « 

LIONI 

That nor threat nor rack shall wring: from thee 
One word beyond thy will : so be it : I think 
All we could w)g or wish of thee shaK need 
Ndr lorce nor menace, promise, price, nor prayer, 

To press forth easily as a grape gives wine. 

Thou art tender-soulcd and honest, thankful, true, 

A gentle knave and worthy . what is said 
ITnsay thou canst not, not undi^ the deed 
Done when tOy footfall smote my threshold. .So, 

Re patienf, ♦l^is alone tl^ou LickJst : wait 
And keep close' lips till I come back. 

BELTRAMO 

My lord — 

LIONI 

Mv lord and thine is God, who led thee here 

' r 

To save the world this ill, that day should be 
And not this city — that the sun should rise 
And see not Venice, How, b} whom or whence, 
Thou knewest ot thiS' what part thou shouldst have 
played 

On this full stage of death, had no remorse 
Witli limeK pit\ toward me pricked thlae heart — 

1 ask thee not : to them that I bring back, 

Not me, shalt thou make answer, 1 would lay 
No force upon thee more than needs • but heie 
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Fast under guard abiding till they come 

Safe s*halt thou rest as Venice now through thee. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. The halcoity^of the ducal palace 
Faliero and Bkrtuccio 

PALIEKO ^ 

• 

Dawn — is it yet not dawn ? Thin^ eyes, being young, 
Are dazed with timeless waking ; mine, that looked, 
Ere thine saw birth, on battle, yet have strength 
To outAvatch the vigil of a boy’s, and tell 
Sunrise (rom set of stars or moon fall f See ! * 

Light “ -is not light there 

BERTUCCIO 

Sir, if time speak true, 

It lacks an hour to sunrise : holier lights 
Are these that hold procession through the square 
With chants of penitence to churchward, timed 
To match the death of darkness. 

FALIERO 

Didst thnu think 

God haply was not with us, that thy smile 
Should mock their chant or me? Nay, thee he sends 
This token in his witness : J desired 
None : but if God be no unrighteous God, 

And hold us fatherlike in keeping, here 
Might man believe a ct)mfortable sij^n 
Sent as with sacred and superb acclaim 
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To match the death indeed of darkness, left 
Too long" upon the waters. Dawn shall oe, 

Thou sayest, an hour from hence : I know not : if, 
By death of mine and thine and all we love 
Dawm verily in an hour mifdit rise* and rest 
As once on Rom^*. an ag-elong- day Height boy, 
Would^t thfju, having thy fair lon^^ life to ffive, 
Thy fair lonj^ life that should be, spare or sh/ink 
Or ijfrud^e or to tast it from thii e hand 

As mij^ht a child a pebble, more than I 
To fjive my Ihin-sp^n days and nig'lits of life 
Left, which I stake and smile at ? 

BKRTUCCIO 

w 

No, my lord : 

If God know ai<ht of man or man know auf^ht, 
God knows 1 know I would not. 

FAUERO 

Yea, and I 

Know it : God love thee as 1 love, iny boy, 

For this we know of thee. And this do thou 
Know likewise, and hold fast : that if to-day 
Dawn rise not; but the darkness drift us down, 

And leave our hopes as wrecks and waifs despised 
Of men that walk by daylight, not with us 
Shall faith decline from earth or justice end, 

Or freedom, which if dead should bid them die, 
Rot, though the works and very names of iv , 

And all the fruit we looked for, nipped of winds 
And gnawn of worms, and all the stem tnat bore, 
And all the root, Vax rotten. Here shall be 
Freedom, or never in this time-wearv world 
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Justice^ nor ever shall the sunrise know 
A sifjht to match the morning, nor the sea 
Hear^from the sound of living souls on earth, 

Free as herHbam, and righteous as her tides, 

Just, equal, awless, perfect.^e^en as she, 

A word to maflt'h her music. If we fsiH, 

We arc even hut wc — 1, thou, and these our friends 
That rise or fall besiije us : if w-e thrive, 

Not I and thou And they triumph- nc^ we 
Prosper — but that which if we li\»e or die 
Alike and absolute, unhurt and whole, 

Endures, being proven of our mortalities 
Immortal - yea, being shown by '•ign ol loss 
And token of subdued infirmity, 

And ruin, and all in'jistence of defeat, ^ 

And laughing lips and trampling heeljj^.i men 
That smile and stamp above us buried, ^hown 
Triumphant. Righteousness alone hath ri^ht 
For love of all found loveliest, freedom, truth, 
Faith, reason, hope, and honour, to require 
Life at our hands : and if on sand or stone 
Or it on fruitful ground the life we give ^ 

Fall, shed with all our heart and full iree will. 

This not concerns us, this, come storm or suifj 
Regards us nowise : lime liaih all in hand : 

And time, 1 think, shall hurl this world to helh 
Or give — not now, pcrch.ince, »or many a year. 

Nor many a century hence - God knows but yet 
Some day, some ycai, some century, give our s^ins 
Freedom. Nor haply then mdy we dcser\c 
Remembrance : better many a man than "ve 
May prove himself, and pe 'ish : yet, if jGod 
Fail us not so, that, failing, we should die 
Cowards, it may be we shall sleep not scorned 
VOL. v. 


z 
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Of all that hold our faith for ever. Now 
tio thou and watch, but not with me, who here 
Would keep my watch alone till morning. Gou 
Be with thee. {Exit Bcrtucch.) God! may God 
indeed to-night " 

Be with us ? Uet red-handed men of death, 

Scarce breathing now from battle, praise his name, 
(live thanks for happy slaughters, mix with prayer 
Tl?e panting pa.tsion of their hearts that htal 
Like vultures* wings toward bloodshed : and shall we 
Dare not desire of God his comfort , we 
'I'hat war not save with wTongs abhorred of him, 
'Phat smite not heads of open enemies, men 
Found manful in the fielded front of war, 
h^air foes, and w'orth fair fighting, but of slaves 
Who mar lllc'iiame thcN'^mock with reverence, make 
The fair fame foul of ficedom, soil and slain 
The seamless lobe wherein their t»itliers clothed 
For bridal of one bridegroom with the sea 
Venice ? When time haih wiped hei tyrants out-- 
Time that now ripening thrusts ini o mine hand 
The scythe to reap this harvest - earth has known 
Never, since life sprang first again* 1 the sun, 

So fail, so splondid, so sublime a life 
As this that C'u'd shall give her : and to me, 

'fo me^and mine who ser\cd and saved lier, life 
Shall God gi\e surely, such as dateless time 
Spares, and its light puls out the shadow ot death. 

(IWct's vhiiff'ing from doiow) 

(Juis tarn celery grnis lam fnrfisy 

Pedj^n qui prcccurrat mortia? 

Qtiis e fractis fmnb(C port is 
Pru'ier unum rvileat ? 
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Printer unum Te reverses 
JVetno^ Chrisfe^ solem versus^ 

Mortis flticin semel mersiis^ 

Snr^eti sol ditm rcplo s/at, 

FALIERO 

Yoa, but if many waters cannot quench 
Love, nor* the «^ron^ floods drown it. how’ shall not 
Man’s love for man, that saves and smites, to l^rlilf^ 
For every slave deliverance, and for all 
The peace of equal rig-hteousnes.s and right, 

Though girt w'ith even this iron girdle round 
And robed in this red raiment, rise again 
And as a swimmer against a sundering wave 
Beat hack the billow of death, and clitnb and laugh 
Loud laughters of thanksgiving? Siraong is death, 
But stronger lives man’s love \vh*> iliej«#for man 
Than all te fear and trust in, heaven or h<*lL 

( Cha/d/rz/r 

Dv profumlis /t ficbrarurn 
Ardor atrox ammarum 
(Juas mn Iv^uin vis tuarumy 
Chri\te, fn li humiksy • 

K\ if i fern is tn supt^rna 
Frrvct qurm ciim lux tv/erna 
Tang if, fit ut herbdvvrna 
{Juarn x am it lea t vulgi pcs, 

VAMKRO 

O tender laws of bland humility 

Wherewith priests’ hearts are girdltSi ! These are 
they 

z 2 
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Who drink and eat God, and who kiss and stroke 
Satan ; who burn men's living limbs wfth fire 
And hold themselves God’s chosen and blest of God 
And me of God rejected and accursed * 

Because in wrath long fin;:e I smote a priest 
Who bore in hsv^d God palpable, wheroon 
The curse of the eucharist 1 violated, 

And of God's blessing made mys^elf a curse, 

KeJI or sliall one*sJay fall and smite m-f. Nay, 

If humbleness to lhcs /2 must buy men heaven, 

Let all high hope rtand outcast thence with me. 

(Chanting again) 

Vir^o sancta, Chrisie ctcmvnSy 
Hotno misery homo ilemrnSy 
tjtfi^^athunas ^ semens^ 

I/unc secuius^ nesrif vo\ ; 

Mo/tis messor^ edax vitw^ 

Spemit VOS . at vos audita* 

Prvet's antm(c contriice 

Flee f ant : nam quid sumus nosJ 

FALIEKO 

V 

Not men, God knows, are ye nor any of you, 

Priests, and the flocks of priesthood . sheep or swine 
Or wolves at heart maq finds you. Christ our Lord 
Chief light and lord of men, made manitest 
Before no bloodier judgment-seat than yours 
Man, and the son of mim — no lord of priests, 

Ncvffod of slaves who hears their tyrants pray. 

And sees them, praying, smite earth and strengthe 
hell, • 

And hallows hell with blessing -he, being just, 



34» 


SCENE ii] MARINO PAL^SRO 

Should think, if he be God indeed, and hear 
Me now and all men alway, if this word 
Be hearable, that man, being smitten, should 
Still turn his cheek and smite not. Nay, but, Lord, 
Hadst thou been mere niait, iKven as I, and borne 
Shame, knowing thyself no God, ^'honi no man’s 
hand • 

Could tusn indeed tj» a thing dishonouied — nay, 

But one whon> shame might scoujige and scar ^ike 
me, • 

Brand on thy brows and ravin round thine heart 
Thou, that couldst bear for us the body's death, 
Thou coiiidst not, Christ, have borne it: hadst thou 
borne, 

Not higher of heart but less thou htacHt been than we. 

• 

{Chanting again) * 

Fac at metat mali saUn 
Mali nu'sscniy mundi Stator^ 

UnCy trine^ tu Creator^ 

Filif Spintus : 

Tuqia\ boni nobis bone 
Dafof\ Marte^ iu patrone^ 

Ah inferno noi^ latrone^ ^ 

Saiva ms ab hostihtis, 

IrW.lhMb 

* 

And I, for these a liellish thief in wait, 

A midnight-mantled sl.iyer M'or these am I 
Their headsman, I that was their head • but thoui^ 

St. Mark, our lord, no better friend than I, 

Not thou, not thou, to Venice. Hav? not these 
Been sowers indeed of evil, and vshall they reap 
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For harvest of a desolated field 
Good ? Have they not made wide the wilderness^ 
Kept fresh with blood the roots of tares and thofns, 
Drawn dry the breasts of pale sterility, 

Wasted the ways with 'firC. and sown with salt, 

That they shoul * g-athcr j^^rain ? Our ,^ocs arc these, 
Not Geneva, not the strang’er, south nor cast, 

Turk nor Ifungariat\, h\it thy sons alone, 

Venice, who motk thiir mother . thine it is, 

Thine hand by mine that smites them, and redeems 
Thine equal iiameTor ever, lost tlie world 
Lack this that none as thou shall g’ivc hath 
The lif^ht of equal manhood’s equity. 

Full irerdom, soveieif;n where no sovereii^u sits. 

But wilt not 'Chou speak yet, Mark? From thy 
tonfjLie ♦ 

Time is it now the word should break, that sounds 
To them that do Ihee this disliom>iir death 
And loftier life to Wmice : yet not yet 
'Fhy belfry throut;di the sleep of tyi.ints tlin^^s 
The knell that is a clarion, and mine ear 
'l akes only throut;ii the gleanunq April ^looni 
That rustle of whispering^ water ajj^.iinst tlie dawn 
Which \vakes belore the world may. Wind is none 
To warn oui watery streets ot storm, which here 
Broods windward, hard vm breakini^^ ; if ve unst, 
Friends !- Will the praters ot priests not wake thee, 
then ? 


(Chant hi Si 

Ti\ ciiw tinner baKHiroi 
i'ofila conjlictavity horum 
7urbu prima te iuornm 
Conclamabant I ant ti : 
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fCj sub umbra Christi cruets^ 

^\mivfn tc vidvmits lucis ; 

^'anti stas tutamm duch^ 

Tanti fauior popiiIL 

FAMERO 

Ay, for no poor faint people shall thou speak, 
h'or no mean c^ty fion-liko shall they, 

With feel once loosened from the sfranj^^hni^ toils*, 

Go forth to plant thy lion. Hut the duke, 

'fhe leader, red of hand and hoar of hair, 

An old man clothed in slauv^hters -but the chiel, 
Worthy worship and lionour once of all, 

1, Maimo Kaliero, citizen. ^ 

Sv^'kher, ser\ant oi^Venico* -how sh.iW I 
Fvillow, with feet washed fiere in c^.ic blood, 

'I he Hat; once more by ci\ic hearts and h.inds 
Kxalted r* Xay, the fug-itive teet th.it he no 
.Found harbtniraj^fe first, the feeble knees that fell. 
.Suppliant, and maimed with fe.ir of foes be^iind, 
Irnplonni^ first thy v.omfoit, when the Hun 
Rat;ed as a fiie .i^ainst them - nay, the Imnds 
'fhat fir-st here staked a <annn in the eastw’ard sea, 
Tiembhnjj:, and toward ilnno emblem *ind thy Loul's 
[Uplift with wail iind worship — these that first 
Scarce here j^at rest and lefuijc where to dir 
Were worthier yet^to toiindth.in I may be 
To rear afjain from luin Wnieo, O, 

That thou wonldst pi ay Cio^l hir me now 
To speed the wheels of moininj' ! Will this hour 
Sticteu not its darkness i>ut io noon, and hid 
The day lie dumb, kst when the mowiintr spe.iks 
Death answci vvitli a cr> from clamorous h^ll 
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And strike the sun down darkling^ that tl e world 
May reel in fearful travail out of life? 

t 

[Chanting again) 

Mors immatn^s^ mors immcnsa^ 

Tvntiit fila semper tcnsa : ,■ 

////’ rct^um sordet 
nil vana ducuni vox 
Mors >mmensay mors intmavis^ 

Insfai rehii^ mundi vants , 

Fugit dans lux c fanis^ 

Mors cum dixit ^ Fiat no\, 

FAIJKRO 

Let there be night, and there was night — who says 
That ? Nay, ll>.>ugh heiiven and earth were they 
that bade, 

No less weso light immortal, night no less 
Fugitive, abject, void, vain, outcast, frail, 

In the eye of dawn that seeks and see‘^ not night. 
\'rnii jf my \oice be, vainer yet a;'e these 
'Fhat swelkTroni choral throats the Lhon* of death 
With prostrate noise of praises , vain as fear, 
PtMiuence, paj»sion, ache of afterthought, 

When man hath once laid hand on high design 
And arn>ed his heart tvith purpose. Death and life 
Jn (fod’s clear eyes are one thing, wrong and right 
Are twain for ever nor though night kiss day 
Sh.ill light kiss wrong and die not. Lot l^ie world 
Fnd ; if the spirit expire not, then in inuie 
The’ will that gave w'ing to this enterpTse 
Shall fade not, jior (he trust I had alive 
'Fo seive not wrath but right v-ousness at last 
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With offeMng shed of sin for sdcrifice. 

WasT not\chosen as helmsman of my state, 

As herdsman of itiy people? Woe were mine 
If when the dogs, turn wolves to rend the sheep 
I durst not drown or hang^t]}cm, W’ith their jaws 
Yet fi>ul and^ull of flesh and wet red fleece, 

Or when the ship leels right and left on death, 
Siorm-slunned, and loud with mutiny as with fear, 
Would cM’.e htji nof ot mutinous rioters, lain ^ 

To bind me fiu^t and hand, amj bitftne wheel 
Swing as *the storm wills till the 4imbling prow 
Plunge, and di\e, and the w'rock bear down the crow 
And them, still drunk with rage ofrcnel, whence 
No sunken st,ite eiei. Let lliein live 

And all this people perish ? God, i\Qt 1. 

• • 

( Chan^tu^ af;atn\ 

Mm icrcy /^cu^ror v?k , • * 

}'a\toy i ivmciLS^ 

judi - 1 , uitvf M n\ 

D us Dens mi , 

(jUii;uj[Utjm pUna 
hnu fa :»/, (uborat 

Mist’ii’n' dovinii. 


) ALJUtlO 

• 

pay and mercy need we both -ofni.in 
They that of man shall lind^ot, and ol God * 

I, that may hapl> find it Vanity ^ 

T(>o vain indeed for men most fiaii of s, li 
Weie this, that one of tourscore yoa«s should dieain 
To twine Jnmself with trembling treasonous hand'- 
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False wreaths of timeless triumph, steal tPe crown 
By freedom woven about his country’s ne id 
To chanf^e its green leaf into gold, and wear 
A diadem’s weight brow-bound of empire, till, 

Some three days thence death, laughing broad and 
blind, 

Laid hand t.pon his bloodrcd hand, and led 
"I'o hell tlie hoar head and the murderous heart, 

Ftu; three days’ kingdom’s sake perpetually 
Damned, and dishonoured. Never man that sinned, 
I'niitor nor tyrant, thief nor manslayer, none, 

Did thus, nor would, being less than mad with sin — 
Not Nero, nor Iscariot. I nor mine 
By this may thrive moie than the meanest born 
That plies his oar in Venice. One tor all 
Strikes, that for each maivall his ftrethren may 
Think, speak, and strike hereatlei. Shall not this 
Be ? for the wb&il warning song ofuail 
Hath ended, and (lie new song only heard 
is now the sun’s at sundaun. Now, St. Mark, 
Speak ! for thine hour, even thine, it is that strikes, 
First hour of this tiist da} that s^s s thv sons 
Free, tatla^r, as Ihy soul is free in hea\en, 

With no Allan’s shadow cast on them but thine. 

Why should the sun keep silence here ^ thou secst. 
Night seals not up for us the lips of light 
As on the downward verge ol hell : and thou, 

Why should ihy tongue be sealed, and all our hope 
Perisli, as might some heartlc.ss bondman’s, worn 
With wasting sloth and patience ^’*ght and hell, 
Wit,h all their mortal ministers in man, 

Shame, doubt, and base endurance, foice and fear, 
Cold heart, and abject custom, these are they 
Thai fight against us : fain, with all this aid. 
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I • 

Fain wouw nig;ht thrust us back aiul bind us fast 
Where noV^an hears the sun’s word : nor may these 
By #iarmless hands be fought with, nor subdued 
With hloc^less or with blameless weapons ; yet, 

If hell be here not yet, erK^iiiian make earth 
Hell, here tq>day the sun should sj^ak, and thou 
Make answer, Mark, and help us. Yca,*lor here 
Night hryh not piif^the sun to silence : dawn 
Speaks : and ye lack but one loud^word from th^c* 

• *■ 

Enter an Officer with Vnareh 


on- ICKK 

Mv lord, you are prisonei of the sta^N Jtnd mine. 
l-AI.U'KO 

Thine ! Does my ncphcv\ li\e ? 


Prisoner. 


OFFlCbK 

He lives as you — 


I' VI rnu) 

I Ihnik 1 4im o\ei watched, and thou 
Part of the dream I walk in unauaic - 
A thing made out mf slumber. Many a night 
I have .slept hut ill — never so sound as this. 

VV^hy tolls the bell not from*St. Mark’s ? 

OFUCER 

• My loid, 

By mandate of the sovereign council met 



348 MARINO FALIFRO [act'iv 

The warden of the bell-tower had in char ^*2 
To vsec that none should sound the bells 3-day. 

The j^ales are fastened of the palace square : 

The Ten, with twenty chosen in aid of thein 
Forth of the chiefest of 'h'' state, are set 
To judge the prisoners even this hour aMaint 
On mortal ».harge of muidcrous treason. 

\i 

, _ FALIERO 

If 

True men be the> that shall arraign me, J 
May stand in sooth approved their traitor. 


OMRER 

Sir, 

For your sole name’s sake is it of all the rest 
That this new cou 't of judgment sits, to speak 
On this great cause no common sentence. 

FALIERO 

No: 

Stiarige <iuirt, .'md stranger trial, ^and nu»st of all 
Strange win tlie strange court’s judgment held to-day 
Read where it stands on leeord. (Jood my friend, 

I w^ill not trouble thee nor vex th) loids 
With taniance nor with u tangling : 1 desire 
Nothing c3l man, nor aught of God save peace. 

I shall not lack it long ; yet vvoul 1 I say 
Pei chance a word before I die, because 
I have loved this ihy. Lead me where they sit 
'rh.it I may stand and speak my soul and go : 

The rest is death’s and God’s : if those be just. 
Judge they between us, and their will be mine. 

iL'xcunL 
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ACT V 

Scene I. The Hall of tfie (%unnl of Ten 

Bemntende and Senators sitting. Enter Kalikro, 
guarded 

BENINfBNDK 

Justice has ^iven her doom ag'aftist the accused, 
Israello and Calendaro : they that fled * 

To Chioggia lie in ward, and hence await 
An equal sentence : this remains, to speak 
Judgment on him, fhe guiltiest head of all 
And murderous heart of this conspiracy, * 

Head once and heart of Venice, present he^e 
To bear the award of retributive law * 

Laid on her traitor and your enemy. Sirs, 

Is it your will to hear him an^swer? 

SENATORS 

Yea. 


BENINTFNOE 


Marin Faliero, leave is thine to speak. 
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FALIERO 

And leave is youis to slay me : yet for both, 

Lords councillors, I thank you : most for rfeath, 

And somewhat yet for freedom my speech 

Ye know that bejn^ your prince and thr;ill elect 
1 have lived not tree, who now shall freely die ; 

Ly doom indeed of yours, but mine own will 
Rejoitirii^ly confirms it. I'ourscore years 
Have ^iven mine cyesijjj’ht and my spirit of Iilc 
'The sun .uul sea to feed on, and mine heart 
'I’his people and this city chosen ot (iod 
To love and serve, and this forlorn ri^lit hand 
Some thrcoscc>ro of those years have g-iven the {’■ift 
With furtherance of (iod\s comfort atal nn sword’s 
To s»r»itc your fe.es and scatter, tilV to-day 
1 am lierc arraign^^d as deadliest i>f them all. 

Nor verily evei^ stood ye, nor shall stand, 

In risk so dire, and die not : yea, when death 
Hangs hard above your heads as over mine 
Here, and the straitened spirit abhors the flesh, 

'Phen hardly shall their mutual severance be 
Nearer : lot chance or God ha.s broug^ht you forth 
From under veiiest imminence of death 
And shadowun;; darkness of his hand uplift 
And wing made wide above you. No m.in’s head 
Slunild God have spared, had God been one with me, 
Or chance and I Hke-inihded ; lhj*t ye live, 

Praise God, and not my purpose : never man 
Horc mind more bent on one thing most desired, 

No sinner’s more on sin, no saint’s on God, 

I'han mine with all its might and weight of will 
On trust of your destruction. Hope on earth 
Save this, desire of gift save this from licaven, 
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Had I, sinle iirst this fire was lil in me, 

None^, ancintfw knowing it vain I would not live 
One^hour b^ond your sentence. Whence or how 
God kindl^^ it against you, for of (iod, 

1 say, of God it came, ye marvel, seeing 
No cause as ^reat as my great rage of will 
To rouse in me such ravin : yet, m]^lord.% 

If tlnrst or ever hunger gnawed man's heart, 

Mine did they till vAir death should satiate it, 

Vour general death and single : ye 4 , had God 
Held in 011^ hand forth toward me death A>r you, 

For me perpetual penance, and iifi-'ne 
For you long life and paradise for me, 

I had chosen, and given him thanks who gave me 
choice, ^ 

Revenge with hell,*not heziven W'ith pardon. Xsl 
Not rnj wrong only, not my uratlv-done, 

Wore all that made niy spirit a .<iwor^i*tind kept 
Mv thought a fire against you : though t 4 je wrong 
'Were monstrous past memorial made i>i nr in, 

Past memory kept of time alive to mark 
Ingratitude most rrfljmorabie, and the wrath, 

Ilow’ sharp soc’ci, not more than proven Jti God 
By fire and fierce apocalypse of doom ^ 

Justice : for shame tfiat smitc‘s an old^nan's check 
Is as a whetted vvconl that cleaves his heart, 

His hand, stiong once, being weaponless : ilnd mine 
'Fhc shame that spa^ on was ?is fire to burn. 

And mine the swa>rd that clove w^as fire, and mine 
The wx*apon that forsook h;^l made it cnice • 
Famous. But y^l I curse not Gc>d for you 
That VC denied me, being the men yo w. le, 

Redress : lor had vc granted, haply then 
I had died content, and never cast by chance 
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A thought away at hazard on the wrongs 
That all men bear who bear your lordship Ndw 
By light and lire of mine own shame and ’wrong , 

1 have seen the shames, I have read the wrongs of 
these ^ ^ 

Who, free being born, and free men cahed by name. 
Endure with me your mastery. This ye call 
An equal weal, a general good, a thing 
Divine and common, mutual and^iugu^t, 

Hailed by the liolitsl name that hallow's right, 

One chosen of inat»v kingdoms, kingless— one 
Not ranged among 'but reared above them, one 
Found worth a word that w'hoso hears takes heart 
And triumphs in his motherland, ol men 
Not named as theirs whose heads bow down to man, 
Nor^^'-’^gdom c<filcd nor empire, bUt acclaimed 
Republic- this thr*^ all men praise as ye, 

V’e only, ye disVmoilV. Nought is this, 

To call no man of all that tread on men 
King, if men call a man that walks on catth 
Master, and bind abcnit a new -born brow 
Inheritance of lordship. Hand troin hand 
Takes, andVesigns in vain, the wrongful right. 

By reasonless transmission : man by man, 

The imperious‘races, lessening toward their last, 
Perish : yet powxT with even their last is born, 
Because his mother bare him. Sirs, this law 
Would W'ake on lips that wist nob what were smile.s 
Laughtei : but if the unreason brought not forlli 
Shame, haply men, the fools of patience, might 
Endure it, and eschew, by luck's good leave, 

Scorn : wdiich they shall not surely who forbear 
And bear what honour may not. Sirs, take note 
That with men's wrongs and sufferings age on age 
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This blindv’orm custom have ye fed and made 
A serj(ent and flying, with eyes and wings. 

To mvin on men’s hearts. Pride, shame, sloth, lust, 
Are dragoAs* teeth : right royally ye err 
To deem that these will st*|)£^not, or that men, 

No bondslave^ born but citizens as j^e* 

Being stung, will smile and thank yt>u. Now 
perphance ^ 

Would one malje answer, saying J too was born , 
Not least of all nor less than any you 
Noble, but\ieir of place as proud ys yours, 

Of name as high in history, by'njy sires 
None otherwise than yours from yours bequeathed 
With attributes and accidents to boot 
Of chance hereditary : which truth bBing truth, 
Fierce madness is it in me for sheer dJjspitc 
To league myself against my kind,Aind give 
My brethren’s throats up to the fiopu^ar knife 
And rage of hands plebeian, all for this, 

This recompense of all, to stand myself 
Amid the c^pniorous rout of thralls released 
Dumb, disarrayed, Sisseated, dispossessed, 

Degraded and disfigured of the grace 
My birth had cast about me ; but, my lordsf 
Not all men alway, though ye know' ncA this, 

Yearn toward their own ends only, live and die 
Desiring only tor themselves jjnd theirs 
Honour, w^ith sure-eyed justice ; righteousness 
That holds the rights up of a noble’s house, 

Walks firm and straight on tfcrvicc in his halh 
But halts beyond his threshold ; equity , 

Which is not equal, justice less than just, 

And freedom based on bondage : else indeed, i 

Were all souls nobly born so base by birth, 

VOL. V. • A A 
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No tonj^ue most violent or most furious hand 
Uplift or loud against nobility jj 

Spake ever yet nor struck unjustly- Me:^ 

May beai the blazon wrought of centuries, Jiold 
Their armouries higher th^n arms imperial, yet 
Know that the least their countryman, whose hand 
Hath done Lis country <^ervice, lives their peer 
And peer ol all their fathers. Ye, that know 
No** this nor aught that men calf manful — yc 
That feed upon ydar fj^thers* fume as worms 
Feci on their flesh, ^nd leave it rotten — 3'C 
That prate and plun.e tmd prank yourselves in pride 
!>cc:uise your grandsircs, men that were, begat 
Sons yet not all unmanned, and these again, 
ilegat on worn bt. less loyal than of yore 
Yo». Low shoirkl ye knoxj’ this ? But 1, fair lords, 
Horn even as you was nurtured even as the\ 

Whom youi frfii, lord.-^hips hold, being humbler born, 
ln*nl : hand in hand with these i tought your fights, 

I bore your banner : luir was mine in strife 
Reared higher than hands which there ket*l rank with 
mine. 

And w’ere not noble ; whence, from touch of these 
And foll(vv''hip in fighting, I, whom }e 
Call peel oi yc urs, found poor men peers of mine 
And you by proof of act and lest of truth 
Vassals.* Hilt some perchance of yours, ye say, 

V ought far and lain of tight and bore 

As high the lion : sirs, we know it : but this 
We know not, that ve horc it higher, or stood 
jSloic steadfast in the shock of charging death, 

Than poor men born vour followers . and on these, 
On sons of Ihiisc ye have laid such laws, and made 
Life so by manlike men unbearable, 
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* > • ; 

Tliat by what end soever he that ends 

This»reign o^chance;, this heritage of reign. 

Must live die approved of all save you, 

Of Justic^ justified, of earth and heaven 
In life or death applauded. Nought would I 
' Nor aught would any sa^tS shame you more : 

.A.nd now, a^ye must live, it seem?, let 
Die ; God be with you, and content with me. 

BENINTENDE / 

Lords coifndllors, declare yi>iir sentence. 

ALL 

Death. 

nENlXTENDE 

Then, Marino Faliero, Dt^ge, thus 

By me this court speaks judgTnpnf oi^ thee, now 

Convicted by confession. As to-day • 

Thy chief twain fellow-traitors, gagged and gyved, 

* From the red pillars of the balcony 
Swing slatk before the sunset, so shalt thou 
At noon to-morrow suffer privily • 

Decapitation ; and thy place of death 
The landing-place that crowns the Gi^^nts'^tairs 
Where fir>t thine oath was taken. For thy corpse, , 
We grant it burial with thy sires by night • 

In Zanipoio : but thy portrait’s place 
Among our painted princes in the hall 
Of our great council void and bare shall stand 
In sign of shame tor ever, veiled in hlat k, • 

Where men shall read, writ broad below, T/m place 

Is Manm Falierds, for his crimes 

Beheaded, 


A A 2 
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i ■ ' 

fAI n RO 

Ay that all men seeinjj may ‘Crave 
To know what cjiine ol crimes was his, aud hear 
The word in answer gi\en that crowns the deed 
Wherewith confiontcd all fair virtues, all 
(jood works ■)! all good men remembered, seem 
Pale as the moon In morning — even the woid 
7h ijt was to (irccce as godhead, diiJ to Rome 
I lit si^i^n and seal I** sovereign maiifulness— 
T\ranniudt: thanks be with tyranny ^ 

That so by me recorS-s 1 shall sleep 
To-night, I think, the gladher thil I know 
Where 1 shall lay my head lo-moriow. Sir., 
Faicwcll, end pe<?ce be with you if it ma\. 

1 Lvi k^sl, yc htrve won tlvs hazard * vet pei chance 
My loss m iv shine '^tt goodlier than vour <»ain 
When lime and’C'^od give judgment It ihe»*c be 
Truth, true u this, that I desired the right 
And ye wnth hands as led sustain the wrong 
As mine had been in triumph Have y our ill : 

And Ciod send each no bitteicr enct than mine 

\7iXfUfU, 

Scl^F IL 4n apui/nuni in dtaal ptiliUi 
En/i r r /7u DitHLSs, Hr Kll ccio 
FAntRO 

Nav /chiklrcn, be not ovei childlike, ye 

That see wh it njen who love nev tiuth will call 

The natural doom ensuing which marks as m<id 
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And^damns to death iiie\ liable as just 
An old man*# furious childishness : be j ou 
Wiser : let^me not need bid you be wise, 
Who amVound of all men foolishest, and yet 
Were this last chance befone me laid .'ignin 
Would do ng>t other than I did. JTake heait 
What mean ye so to mourn upon me ? • 

nranccio g 

Sir, 

Am I not iound unworth> i 


FAI ItKO 

• No, Ilf) ho> 

They do not ill, being* lords of oiks, to slay 
Me , na), they could not spare bwt thee to slay, 

To spill tin strong young hte tor truth to me, 

In all men’s e>cs would mark them monstrous : thou 
Must livCt and serve my slayers, and serving them 
Sustain my memory by the proof - if Ciod 
Shall give thee grace to piove if -that iR) name, 

Thy fither’s name and mine, in true men’« eais 
Rings truth, and means not treason. * Though they be 
III rulers of tins household, be not thou 
Too swift to strike ere ripe to stril^c, 

Nor then by darklttig stroke, against them . I 
Have erred, who thought by wrongto vanquish wrong, 
To smite by vudence violence, and by night 
Put out the power of darkness : lime shall bring 
A better wav than mine, if God’s will be - 
As how should God’s w ill he not r*- redeem 
Venice. I was not worthy — nor may man 
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Till one as Chiist shall come agfain, be found 
Worthy to think, speak, strike, foresee, foretell, 

The thought, the word, the stroke, the dawn, the day, 
That venly and indeed shall bid the dead 
Live, and this old dear hfnd of all mcn*s love 
Arise and shine fo" ever : but if Christ 
Came, hapI^T such an one may come, and do 
With hands and heart as pure as ])is a work 
ThaY priests themselves may mar not. God forbid 
That : if not they, f.'erTdeath shall touch it not, 

Nor time lay hand ther nor wrath to come 
Of God or man prevail a[ ainst it, though 
Men\ longues be mad again'^t him till he dit . 

( VoU<'*\ ihanhitf* from below) 

Quis es guts r? /a/ is, 

( 'u ’* non iru iriumpiuil L, 
fra fulvi^ ardetis aln, 

Metu tnenfem compn'mit ? 

Ira Di'i, nobis dira, 

Manet tmmortah^ irOs 
Svtisu uctm, visa tnitu, 

Mitu qua* non fli fit ft* 

r \iai KO 

• 

Again my psalmists ans\ ir mci" who bade 
These voices hither outside the sanctuary 
To sound below there now? Nay, this can be 
Hut chance of sacred seivice, or goodwill 
To usw’ard in our dai kening hour, or scorn 
W'herewith being mo\cd we should but stand abased 
Too low foi bas& men’s mockery. What, my child, 
Does theif fietce music nuft thee? 
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DUCHRSS 

Nav> not more, 

My loi J, thin all thirn^s he ird or seen that s \y 
I shall not see nor hoai much longer >ou 
Whom, thoij^h I Io\ed \ou*c\cr, noAv meseoms 
I have novel loved as now , Ciod Jfiiowsjiow wolH 
None knows but I how bitterly but this 
I should not s ly, tfi vex vour kiud I ist thouc»hts 
With more th^n even voui nalut J caie of me. 


Sweet, woulJst tho i think to \e^ me.'^ na>, llun, 
w eep ^ 

I Ise cansL thou not I his verv yralh of (lod 
Wherewith tht threats ot pries<1y thj;ttiits would sh ike 
Mountains, and scourge iIk sci to matbiiss, what 
Can this do, bciufr bv U us inti actable, 

Implu to moan ot men, it mtn, 

lhicaUn».if, mo in or wicp not(* Toai and 
shim^., • 

TIk iitjht uid left h ind of a base man*'- f^ith, 

C in 1 IV not hold on hLarts found hij^htr and I ovv, 
W ere God no hi^'hoi ot heait than men most base, 
Hut w iwvaid, iKri.c, imnj>hteous, moicih^s, 

As tb^st whi' pi ii«c pTOtl urn Inm, how should ht 
Have power on any save i base man’s heail 
His wings ot wialh wen ikirrower thin the souFs 
That soai .ind seek low ird justice, though tlu wind 
Uieak them, and lightning hi rn the blind bright eyes 
That even (or lovt would look on Opd and live, 

Bui find for light hre, and for comfort fcir 
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( Chanting again) 

NigriK involulum ptnntK 
Tt circumdat nox perennts ; 

Non qutnguennisy non decinnn 
Impln abi*t tgnbra te , 

Si a aptiqua^ sed aieina, 

Dum sit lux in coalo Vf ma, 

Nox frof unday nox rnuy 

Chnstus unde salvtt int^ 

< •* t 

y^^ALifRO 

And Christ keep all whol we him clean of )ou 
Who turn their lo\e to loathing' Wh\, these pi tests 
Would make the sunshine hcllfire, thence to hi;ht 
Tfel niles wher^.o*'* they burn with I we men’s limbs 
The heart and hope of manhood Light sa\c this 
Thc> know not.mor dasiie it Ji^ht and night 
To them are Qther than to men that see 
Light laugh in heaven and hurt not, night comedown 
To comfoit men fiom heaven sweet spiing to them 
Is winter, and their souls of the iron iie 
That Ahghic# 1 lound at hell’s haid heart 
Take winter’s cort for spnngtide W^oc were thine, 
Vtnitt, ind woe were Itah’s, if these 
^ Hold ever in ihcir hind all hiaits of men 
Ro n f iin serve then countrv pi tests would turn 
With pi i}cis and piomis^s and blvjssings halt 
The blood therein to dt at h-cold poison. 

€ 

BLRn ll 10 

’ Sn, 

Did not the imperial Gregorv glorify 
Rome, when his heel set on the German s neck 
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Trampled her sovereign foeman %s a snake 
Starved in theisnows ? and might not such a pi lest 
Bfesg frecdo»Vi and the blo*>sing of his breath 
^Not blast but bid it blossom? 


FALILRO 

Son, by Christ, 

I doubt a*curse wer# found less like to hurl 
And frost less Irtce to wither. 


miciir^ _ 

Dear my lord, 

Have patience, and take heed of words ; thev fall 
Not ccholess on siUnce ; these of >ours 
Affright me ; nay, be patient, and give ear, 

And pardon me that pra} >ou htfunccjif 


1 AI ft KO 

Ay~ 

10 What word luxt shall fill our cars withj^rayer 
Thai fain w ould sound like thnndei ? Let them pray, 

( Chan it again ) 

Xtn, nr urvi Jucli 
Ffacti f/acti nrrvt^ 

Congrtgamur zn cafervz^, 

1 \i*ahnn(/t, tigmuli / 

6 Jautor iu sincere ^ 

Jur^x mtits ac severe^ 

Miserere^ miserere^ 

Muerere populi / 
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TAr IBRO 

\\*a, lor tlK> need and find not mercv, they 
Whose count m«ikes up the people, liod, jf God 
He pitiful, on these hav/f gity : man 
Hath nion. lot blasts hr slays in spoil tor hounds 
'ln<il help^>jin, than lot women, children, men, 

Hi ticads to ciiMth and passes ;^would that 1, 
Ihoiu^di rum h«id earlier fallen on me, and left 
Less th in 1 Lavclel i^totd now, hetimes 
Had taken thoii^li^ ^ comfort llnse oi make 
^t least tbcir life nit* r?^ wen with ttjuilv, 

1 h. ir da\ s more i leai o? < loud, then deep more sure, 
Then waking sueetci I oid m i chief was I, 

And left tlum in>seiabk , not viL indeed 
.* da 'duMn^lrintjs m u spit oil, but abased 
Hi low the io> il II *ht of m uihood 

« t 

< 

in f in ss 

\ IV 

H i\^ \ou not alw ivs sh,,wn Ihei'' kaidni'.^ moie 
Ihan pool ^ nun eiavo i»f nobler' 

I 

bAl U RO 

Child, the nuhl 

'I hat mah of man crave , and loquires not, bcin^ 
loo weak to li urn and conquei,* what is this 
Ihit sie;n and s\inbol ol so vile a wrone, 

So loni a ttaiui, so tieiei^ a Mc'iletii.e, bt oe 
So lonj^ and found so sh.itnclul, lha‘ tnc prayer 
Sounds insolence^ I do not piav Uice * 

P/<iv ffi< not fahi . thou eleVst not piav mo spate 
To simto, leviie, misuse th»o: man ot man 
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Desiri^ mercy, ju&tice, leave to five, 

Were all as hasfe a suppliant. No, not me 
But ere more\niie of passion, one more stioiuy, 
%eing gentfer and more just, if God bt good 

time approx e him itghV^O^is, God shall gi\e 
The grace I merited not, to do iulh jjight 
And bring men comfort . wrath and tear .Wd hope,^ 
have siuh,is angels patching eaith from hcavm, 
And Idled viith ijorj pit> pure as (lod s, • 

Feel, and are kindled into lo\c,»to ^im 
Shall icst nnknown for evei • m A that luai 
His n.ime lar off shall jetirn y. hcAnt, and tliank 
God that the> hoar, and live' but thc> that sol, 

Thej that touch hands with heaxen lod him, that feed 
With light fiom his^their eyes, and W1 then tars 
With godlike sptccli of hps*\v hi I ton The siMirw 
Is piomise of mt're ptiittt manhood, born 
Of happier d ix s th<in his that knexv m>l him, 

And oqual-lu arted xxith the sun in hcaxtii* 

From using exen to setting, tlic) snail know 

Ry tv pc present hki ness ot i man 

\\ h it, if tiulh bt, tiuth IS, and xvhat, d God, 

God lor b} love that casts itself axx ly 

And IS not mo\td nith passion, bill more stuong 

For satidiLt deliberate and sirene * 

Than passion stxtiJold ht iteU for rexenge, ^ 

Shall all not beasthke born, npt ‘‘LipcnUsoul.d. 

Not abject fiom the^omb, discern the m.in 
Supreme of spirit, and pedcti, and unlike 
Me ; lor the longue ih it bid^ datk eU nh arls^, 

The hand that takes dead fieedom by l)i ii ind • 
And lifts up lixmg, othe*r ihe'se must bt 
Than mine, and other than the \xoiiel, •! llnnk, 

Shall bear tdl men wax worthier. 
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I 

BERTUCCIO 

Su^h a man 

Shall conic not even till God come back qii earth. 

/ 

r 

» FALIERO 

f 

Who knows if God shall come not ? or if God 
Be other— yea, be anything, my son, 

If not the spirit incarnate and renew ‘d 
In each man bori^v^oi>t godlike, and beheld 
Most manful and mow^*;^ merciful of all ? 

Piirce^ DeuK^ urbi parce ; 

Thque surnmn cofi^tans arcc 
Sn (lif)utor urbi\ Marcc 
Cor pec rails conditum 
Nescit quanta^ ncscit qualify 
Lx X cptema, lex crqualis : 

Mor\ per Christum fit morfuHs 
Vita fit per Spu it am. 

’ t \LirRO 

A\, with the bieath ot God between htr lips 
Fiom Cliristlikc lips breathed through them, she 
that la> f 

Dead in the dark may stand alive again, 

And strike death dead : f>ea, death ma} turn to life 
By glace of that li\e spirit invulnerable 
We call the breath or ghost of God most high, 

The very God fhat comes to comfort men, 

That falls and tlics abroad in tongues of fire 
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• • • 

Prom soul to soul enkindled. Mfrk nor Christ 
Wrought miradp ever moie than this divine 
Nor sj by slai;f$ and fools incredible 

this should be, to raise not one man up, 

Not one man foui days dead^ as Lazarus once, 
BiS^all a people many a centui^y dead, • 

And damned, men deemed, to death This ^ 
The heart of man, buried as dead in sms, 

May feel n8t nor conA^ne, and having ielt 

Continue in conaption this .done 

Shall stand a sign on earth from 1; aven, whose light 

Makes manifest the righteousnoj.s^of God 

In mortal godhe.'id proven im^nortal, show n 

Firm by full test of mere infirmit} 

And ver> God b}' manhood Otherwhere 
Might no man hold this possible, butjieie 
May no man hold this doubtful. Aic \vc tfSl 
Italians, made of our divmer earlrfi^ • 

And fostered of her fat more soveteign siai, 

That W’e should doubt, and not be counted rnad, 
What no man born to less inheritance 
And reared on records less august than ouis 
Would not be mad to dream th it he bcliewrd 
And would not sin to seek it ^ Have not we 
Borne men to witness foi the world, ajjd made 
Grey time our servant and our secretary 
To register w hat none mav read and say • 

That ours is not the iorclship, but s the law, 

And o'lrs the lo\c that lightens and that leads 
High manhood by the heait tjs mothers lend , 
Children, and histor> leads us by the hand 
From glor} forth to gloi> through the g!<>om 
That bids not hope die, nor bung forth despair, 
Though faith alone keep heart to comfoi t us r* 
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Whal though five (hundred years pass — what, were 
these 

A thousand, if the sepulchres at last ^ 

Be rent, and let fo»'th Venice — and let rise ^ 

Rome ? Yea, my city, what though time and shamQt* 
Though change and clftitfce defile thee ? Servituf^i 
J^all fall from thee as the shadow *of night 
rails from the front of morning : thou shalt see 
By life re-risen above the tombs revived 
ITeath stricken dead, and time transfigured. We 
right, fall, and and shadows shovm in song 

And phantoms painjLed of us overlive 
Our substance and oui* jneinory : men that hear 
A name that was a clarion once will cry, 

What means it ? eyes that sec on storied walls 
Our likeness cqrven or coloured may perchance 
Wax wiut»’..>th wonder why to dead men's eyes 
Our fame seemed "uvirth mem<.trial . but to none 
Shull not our country seem divine, and heaven 
The likeness of our country. Die we may 
From record of remembrance . but, being sous 
Whose death or life, whose prcs?ncc or whose dust. 
Whose flesh or spirit is part of Italy, 

What mean f hese fools to threaten us w^ith death ? 


DUCHESS 

« 

My lord, your heart is' nobly beijil on earth, 

But earthward ever : soon by doom of man 
Must your strong spirit of life and pride pass forth 
And dwell where all of earth it loved is found 
N(^hing ; for you — if lo\e may speak, that speaks 
For faith's and fear’s sake now presumptuously — 
Meseems for ^ou this houi i»hould keep in sight 
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’ . * • * 

Mot Italy, but {Paradise * alas, ^ 

I cani\pt tell what 1 should say to please 
God, and to do you service : yet I would 
^ Say stme\\ila^, mifrht it serve. 

• • 

FAUHKO 

Thou sa^sl enouj^h 

With so sy^eet eyes.^ Content Ihee: death is not 
Fearful, nor aught in death or life but fear. • 

( Cluinlin^ a^rtp t ) 

Pi stis qua dolor* dm ta 
Gvunt vita flefu Uncia^ 

Sms i/>sa 7uni/is zufir/a, 

Cadti rettrtx re mm Jofs : 

Porivnio^a, niAlcdu ta^ ^ 

Sno dente i^erpem • 

/a( ct mundi vtctrix vn ta, 

Juk it mark m pasm mofs. 

1 M U KO 

Lo now, the folk who live and thrive by death, 

Who feed on all men’s fe ir of it, deride • 

The fear the} foster: be not piicstlici thou 
Than very priests arc. Child, if God be jiisl, 

Let God do justice , if he be iK>t, then 
Man's righteousness rebukes him : and the man 
That loves not mote himself than other men 
Is held not all unrighteous. * Death, 1 think, 

Of all my sins shall shrive me : ^ay thi*. v\eic • 
Sin, which had yet shed loss of innocent blood 
Than any blameless battle spills, and (arns 
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For !all who fought rnen’b praises, yet I give 
My life for lives I took not, and I give * 

Less grudgingly than gladly. Not for me 
Need any — nay, not yc — weep, as myself, 

Were tears to me less hard and strange, might weep 
For some that within? and some that live. t* 

I am sorry for mj seamen : Calendaro* 

Was no taint heart in fiqht, but swift of hand 
As fire that strikes : if one that bears his name 
Clave evei help at need or grace of thee, 

Foiget not me nor him, but what thou ca iSt, 

If any grace be lelt Iffee, son, to show, 

Do gladly for my sate : ,he served me well : 

And now the wind swings and the lavcns rend 
What was a soldier. Not to mine or me 
.Has this the fain'st palace built vv^ftb hands 
llcon forlittlL.. or favouiafile : the day 
Last year that ’cd n'o hither led me not 
With piospemus presage toward the natural shore 
That should htive giv’cn me welcome. 


nrcHEss 

The sign v'^^s feaikil to us. 


No, my lord. 


l AT TERO 

Ay ^ there to alight 

W'here men that die by law, thou knowest, arc slain 
Was no such token as ugliiis men’s hcaf*(s 
And swells their hopes with piomisc. Dost thou 
* mind 

How deadly lowered that noon whose ha^e beguiled 
Our blindfold bark of state to the evil goal 
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Whereon my life now shatters ?• Thou didst think 
A sig’n it wasirom Godward. Let it be. 

No fign cani^elp or hurt us that foreshows 
% What miftt be : God might spare his dim display 
Of half portended purpos^, ^nd appear 
iio less augijst, less wise oi terrible; 

Than threats that scare oi scare not^* hearts |ikc 
ours 

With doom incoi^nT/ahle of doubtful death 
Proclaim him <tnd proclaim not. Now from mine 
The shadilw ot doubt has pass^' J awat , and lelL 
The shadow of death behind it ^ which to me 
Seems less disoomforlablc |ind dark : tor this 
I ever held woisc than all certitude, 

To know not wdiat the worst ahead might be 
As now, being ncfir the njeks, 1 sol* it, ary* die. 

Confcmf^Iamtni^ quof 
Kx nijtrna quam iulestth 
* Hi I ^ohis ohm pLhti\ 

Stilus ixif hominum 
Mids in vrfam han form lU 
Mulat mundos^ mnlat 
Ful^d p<r sh'Uafum pra fa 
Lidii n Ipsa lumutum. 


1 AI IFRO 

If by man’s hope or \eiy grace (»f (iod ^ 

Dark death be so transfiguicd, I, that >et 
Know not, desiie not knowledge, bcyig content 
To prove the transformation ; thou, if this 

VOL. V. * u u 
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\ [act V 

Please thee, believe rfad hold for actual truth 
That which heart at least to heartless feat' 

And fire to faith and powei to confident^ 

Moic stioni,^ than steel to strike with, buic it is 
That only dread of deatl^ is veriest death 
And Itar of hell blows hellnie seven times hot 
Poll souls w^osc thought foictastcs it . and for all 
Tli.it Icar not fate or au^^ht inevitable, 

StLuij^ nouj^ht wherein chanj^e nrceds not may be 
i hani^^ed ^ 

J?\ fuuc of foal or vehemence e\en of hope, 
Jnlolcrahk is theie npthin^ Seven veais ••ince 
Mine old £^ood Inencl Pc*Hjiica shcnild have died, 

II( thou^^lii. lor uttei heailbieak, and Iil lues, 

And lills mcn*^ Cdi,s ind souls \v th sweeter soni^ 
spTiuur of sHvCx-kr sc4sons : )ct is ^rict 
Suieiy less beaf.*^ '«^thaij death, vvhiJi comes 
As suie as sleep on .ill We deem I hat man 
Of men most miserably tormented, \vlu>, 

Hiiiii^ lain to sleep, c.m skep not : tyrants find 
No urture in their toiturous arnunitv 
So mciciless in in.isieidc'im as (his, 

To hold incij s lids ave wakinj^f • and on mine 
What ni»\\, shall l.ill but slumbc. Y^t cncc more, 

II God or man \ s>uld i»!.int inc thi>, which }et, 
Ikich.uiic, IS but a boy’s wish, fi*in J would 
Si.t sail, and die at sea , toi half <in houi, 

II so much length of life be left nu, bieathc 
The wind that bicathes the wave’s hi oath, aud 
rejoice • 

Lcss^even in blithe remembr.incc of the bla^t 
That blew ni) sad to battle, and that sany; 

"Iiiumph when fonquest lit me home like fire — 

Yea, less in veiy \icb>iy, could it shine 
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f • • 

Again about me— less than in f(ie pride, 
ThePfreedom,ttand the sovereign sense of joy, 

Gi\|;pn of the sea’s pure presence. Mine she was 
By threescore years and ten of strenuous love 
Or ever man’s will wedded : and hers 
Am I now d^ ing not so divine a dearth 
As Istria might have given me, hSd th^tars ^ 
Shone less oblique that marred and made my doom 
Most adverse in pft^sperity. That day * 

Rang trumpettlike in presagi^ and in praise 
Of proud Vork done and prouder yet to do 
By hands and hearts Venetian^ then to die 
With so great sound and splendour on the sea 
Shed broad from battle rolling round us - -there 
To put life off triumphantly, like gne 
That lies down lo*rdlier tljan he and wears 
Rest like a robe of triumph, ww^'^lfiore bright 
Than gold that clothed him w^Slcing— this had been 
High fortune for the highest of happiei*men 
Than fate had made Faliero. But tor him 
Reserved ys'as this, to reap for harvest thence • * 
Praise, acclamation, thanksgiving, and swa\, 

Which all were worth not any mean m.'fli's wage 
Who serves and is not scoffed at : and fr^m these, 
Reaped once, to grind tlie biller broad of shame, 

And taste it salt as tears are. This white head, 
Which swords had spared that should not, being set 
high, • 

Hath borne a buffet for a crown, and felt 

The strokes of base men bruise it : eyes and tongues 

More vile than earth have mocked at me, and ^ve, 

And hiss and glare me to my grave, cast out 

From high funereal fellowship of farpe 

And daylight honour sho\\ n the dead that pass 

• L li 2 
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Unshamed thviir fathers Let it be. 

Albeit no place among- them all were nxine, 

Time haply might bring back my dust, and change 
Mix all our tombs together but such Ifbpe* 

Should mo\c not much the lightest soul alive 
That diMth drius near to enfranchise, and to bring 
Fai out of ich of death and chance and time. 

( Chantinfr 

Spt \ ihit rhi\ fiu it (Li ta\^ 

Mintc\ implel 
Lux in hhvtno lib<rta\^ 

Fuh \ in srpiiua du \ 
f 7 A It i nam p* r ic\tat 
. /V/ ^upcrnuni iivi/afi^n^ 

///r pvr lilurtafi '//, 

*ia\ ipui iu\ 

* 

1 \1-I1 KO 

». • I 

Von ? tlun, God m nd it be so Kn he know •», 

Ihougli piie.ts and l.i}-tolk, loids and vassals born, 
Know not, that God’s omnipotence Can make 
No liglit whose fire outshines a marshlight shine 
< On ivc> that not frcLvloni. F.iith, whoso liust 
hv s. kes <vu thirst of heaven our natural ea»th, 

And hope that hovers out of sight, and lov'e 
Whose e)cs being set against the sun arc blind 
And SCO not men that suffer, nor look back 
To lift and light them up with comfort given 
Fiom bielhrcn’s heaits to brethren, the e can heal 
Ot all the mortal plagucsorcs of the w'orld 
None, and for .dl their wild we»k will can give 
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Nothing^; they wail anJ cry, tlfry rage and rend, 
Shefl blood wHh prayer for sacrifice, and make 
Day foul fume of fires unnatural, whence 
Hell risei! on earth recks heavenward : nor may man 
From faith that hangs onjii^s whose doom feeds hell, 
From hope Iji rough fear kept living,* or from love 
Whose breath burns up the life of pity, ^ream ^ 

To gather Iruit, and die not. Liberty 
Is no mere flower tliat feeds on light and air • 
And sweetens fife and soothe** it, but herself 
Air, liglif, and lite, which being withdrawn or 
quenched « 

Or choked w lih rank infection till it rot 
Clives only place to death and daikness. I 
^^\n^ld him have hcun a way for frei to pass 
As fite that cleaves a loic^t and iHe flarve 
Takes hold on me that kindled it xvl v ( hild, 

Wosp not for that ; weep, il t1iou will, lliat man, 

So kind and brave as good men «ire, so*tiue. 

So lovint», vet should be so slow to love 
More than.thc hie of da}s .ind nights, fulfilled^ * 
With love and hate that flowei and bear not fruit, 
Pain, pleasure, leai, and hope more vaiit than these, 
Freedom. Thou vvast not wont to weep ^ thine eyes 
Were flower-soft emeralds ever now they turn 
To cloudier ch inge than flaws the s,ipphire found 
Not w’orth a bright biow’s vvearing. What is here 
Allowed of God or^wrought of men, that Ihou 
Shouldst weep to see it? I hav^e sinned, and die il 
sin • 

It be to strike too swift and wide a stioke * 

At men undoonied of justice, though truth 
Long since, and witncs'. borne of w ryngdoing here, 
Doomed ; and if death it be for one content, 
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For one most tired v\»th and <»ense of ill, 

To pass, and know no more of it, but ilcep 
Where sleep takes hoed of nothing- Yg that wake, 
ForgU not nor lemcmbcr overmuch 
Or me that loved you and \vas loved, or aught 
Of tune’s past cctil or comfort what )e ^will 
Of nhat giv 'i comfort )et, if aught there be, 

Keep still in heart, and nought that gives not life 
ILOli borne for me not bitter fruit alone, 

Hut swtLt as love’s owrv bone> nor for >ou, 

What several wa}s }c w ilk soever, til! 

N ght fall about them shall not life bring foith 
Comtort And now, hcfo'*o the loud noon strike 
Whose stre^ke toi me sounds midnight, ert I die, 
Kiss me 1 i\e tin u, and love mv Venice, bo>, 

A^ot more tl-^an I butwiseher stive her not 
I or thanksgiving men, noi fear noi heed. 

Nor let It gn iw thine heart to win for wage, 
Ingr.ititude let them take heed and feai 
Who p thcc with unlhankfulncss, but thou, 

Seeing not lor thesv thou fightesl, but for them 
Thit have been and th it shall be, sons and sires, 
Dead and ufboin, men truer of heart than these, 

Be constai\t, and be satisfied to serve, 

And crave no nnrt of anv Fare thee well 
« \nd thou, mv wife and child, all loves in one, 

Sweet lifer sw^eet he iit, tare ever well, and be 

Blest ot God’s holier hand with hippar love 

Ih in here bids blessing on thee Hark the guard 

Diavvs hither noon is full and whe^'r I go 

"V e n^a> not follow Be not faint of heart 

I go not as a base m in goes to death, 

lUit gie It of hone God c nnot will that here 

Some dii} shall spring not fieedom nor perehinee 
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May we, long dead, not know who died of love 
For®dreams ^lal were and truth** that were not, 
^ Come . 

Bring mo bu ^toward the landing* whence my soul 
Sets sail, and bid God speed hei iorth to sea. 

[Exemif, 
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Timi?, lord of lhiitfi;s and men, fs yet no God, 

Holds yet*no rule hut over nijj^ht and day. 

His A iewless feet, with silence \\4nj:»*ed and sh(>d, 
Crush down all flowers an^l thorns on life’s \cilcd 
\va\ , 

All hopes and that thiintrc^of chance might 

sway, • • 

But not one thought ot love’s oi^rnemory’s ; none 
That ever lived found ever hfe^ndom* 

By force of years that pass before the sinf. 

Lo\c, life, ai^d memory, hij^her than hope or ticfl, 
Shine through the star ol dawn and eve, and make 
Evening as morning ; nor may grief not Ml*ar 

Above the graves that sleep the songs tli|jil wake, 
The music made of thought, for love’s sweet sake 
Singing ; the pa‘.| that is not overpast. 

But present here and future Love holds flfst 
Time, and life lightcfis even fiom death at last. 

Even out of death and sorrov^ life and joy 
Requicken, as the soul casts off her chain. 

And ligh.ts anew the life of girl and boy 

Whose childhood lived and died not all in \ain, 
Though now their old young years be^shed like rain 
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From time’s lit clovd on life’s resurgent sea 
Whose iidestream i whelms and wrecks all dreams 
that flee, 

All joy that was and might not thin^ to be. 

Love, death, and life, re\fcaled of time as one, 

Shine hand in nand above us. Age and youth 
A e one before them even as they, where none 
Sees, hopes, or loves aught e*se but only truth. 
Not fear’s keen fang nor doubt th^ serpent’s tooth 
H.ilh any power upon the soul whose wing 
Soars higher than fear may climb or doubt may cling 
And heeds not il there he so vain a thing. 

I Jow' good \va^ youth love smiles to think, nor grieves 

With aught ci base immedicable grief 

II April flowers keep time with autumn leaves, 

Albeit the date of .:h alike he brief. 

The losefeaf dropt upon the lily-leaf 
Gi^es lov'e no sign of mourning. Nought is dead 
"'Vhi* ' nought i'^ yet forgotten : days now fled 
Shine on the soul as dawn from sunset shed. 

Scarce less in love than brother and sister born, 
liven all saye sistei and brother sealed at birth, 
Cliange hath not changed us so that cold-cvcd scorn 
Should bid remembrance hold of little worth 
'fhe lowliest flower whose roo's keep hold on earth, 
The unw^orthiest gift that man might think to give, 
Kemembering days that lived and died and live 
And die not, and arc found not fugitive. 

The life that song or stor}* sheds 011 death 

Lights it as liglitiiing, whence the shuddering sky 
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Shrinks, laughs, and pants with palpitating breath, 
And sht>ws t^e highest of henven more heavenly 

The shaSes tljat here my song bids live and die 
Lived, loved, and haled, when the skies were torn 
By crossing fires of midnight and of morn 
Whence darkness fled not, nor mig^it daji^be born. 

i 

Love knew not if hij^name were halo or no, 

# 

Faith knew nat if her hope ivero mad or wise. 

An empire Ifigh as heaven on earth lay low. 

And none might say what light should fall or rise 
Beneath the abyss of storm-divided skies. 

Wild wrath and wild-eyed Idve were twain and one 

Before the sovereign silence of the^sun 

That saw them rei.sfn and saw their iHiign undone. 

June, high in heaven, helield^u^lr d^stdly play 
Cast lots for li(e or death : and June, supreme 
In power that made of night one fire with day, 

Satv thestMheir shadows rise and live, anc^/A;m 
To speak and sn’iile in life’s requickening dream. 
And now this latter June is likewise cast# 

Forth, and made one with all the fiery p.ist, 

Take what it gave - the firstfruits and, the last. 




PERSONS REPRESENTED 

Ai i;o\ INL, KiH}^ofthe l^^t'anh 

Al MA^ iiiLPKs, a I i ivavfi 'r, 

NaK''! 1 1 an I'thirf nuf^u/ht 

* % 

% 

Kosa m ; N I •» Qu 't ,t t f , >it / 4 / thbiif sh . 

m p 

iIlLi»rA,AK.ls a ncPie I ^uiuird tnaidtn^^ 
.Srcwtf, Vkkona. 

’Jvui, June S7i- 


C ( 


VOL. V 




ACT I 


A hall in the Palace • a curtain drawn midway across it 
Enter Aluovine u^kL Narsetes 

ALBOVINE 

This is no matter the wars : in war 

Thy kin^, old friend, is less than king- of thine, 

And comrade less than folkw A, Hiisl thou loved 
Ever — loved woman, not as chance may Jove, 

But as thou hast loved thy sword or friend — or me ? 
Thou hast shown me love more stout of he * C th»#n 
dcatlT. • ^ 

Death quailed before thcc when thou g£ii*'.st me life, 
Borne down in battle. 


NARSETBS 

W<ynan ? As I love 
Flowers in their seSson. A rose is but a rose. 

ALBOvfKE. 

• 

Dost thou know rose from thistle or bindweed ? Man, 
i Speak as our north wind speaks, harsh and hard — 

Truth. • 


C C 2 
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J^ARSETBS 

White I know from red, aivi dark from brig^ht, 
And milk from blood in hawthorn-flowers : but not 
Woman from woman. c 

ALBOVINE 

How sliottld God our Lord, 

1 1 t cpI his eye see further than his world ? 
h'or women ever make themselves anew, 

Meseerns, to match aiid mock the maker. Friend, 

If ever 1 were friend of thine in 

Speak, and 1 bid thee not ’speak truth : 1 know 

Thy tonjjue knows nou^^^ht but truth or silence. 


: AKSETES 

Is it 

A king's or friend’s pari, king, to bid his friend 
S,peak^ what he knows not,*' Speak then thou, that I 
May IjiKi hy will and answer it. 

AI.BOVIMv 

I am fain 

And loth to tell thee how it wrings my heart 
That now^lthis hai d-eyed heavy southern sun 
Hath WTOu^ht its w’ill upon us all a year 
And yet I know not if my wife be mine. 

i 

NAKSETES 

Thy meanest man at aims had known ere dawn 
Blinked on his^bridal biithday. 
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ALBOVINIf 

Did I bid thee 

Motk, '»id forget i»c foi thy iriend - I sa\ not, 
King^ Is th^ neart su light tnd le in i thing, 

So lovise in faith and f ui^ i«i love ^ I bide thee 
Stand to me# help me, hold my l^^ntl in thine 
And give m\ heart buk ansuei. This*ii is, 

Old fncftid ind loo^, that gnaws my life in twain — 
Ihe worm ih it wiithcs ind feeds about ni) he lu - 
Ihe dc\il .ind\jod .lie cr\iifg in cither cat 
One miiuforous woid foi ever, nii>ht and daj, 

Dark da) and deadh night iifd dead!) da), 

C in she jovc Ihce who slt^wtsl licr father ^ 1 

Lov e Ik r 


VA^SI* FFS 

Th\ wile shouy M>vc thee as th\ sire’s 
laned him Thou aif woith a*\von^an ht irt for 
Ik ut 


M BOVIM 

sire wife loved him Hers Ik h.|id not si iin 
W oiiUl Ciod 1 might but die and burn in hell 
And know nu low had lowd me ^ 

N\KSI#rjbS 

Is thy name 

Babe ^ *^wcet arc babes as flowers that wed tlic sun, 
But man ma\ be not Kirn ?i babe ag.iin, 

And less than man m iv woman Ros tmnnd • 
SWinds ladiant now in io\ d pride of place 
As wife ot thint and quccii of Lomb^tds not 
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Cunimund’s daughter. Hadst^thou slain her sire * 
Shamefully, shame were thine to have sought her hand 
And shame were hers to love thee : but he died 
Manfully, by thy mightier hand t^an his ^ • 

Manfully mastered. War, bom blind* as fire, 

Fed not as fire upon her! many a maid 
As royal dies disrobed of all but shame ^ 

And even to death burnt up for shame’s sake : she 
Lives, by thy grace, imperial. « 

ALBOVINE , 

lie or I, 

Her lord or sire, which hath most part in lier, 

This hour shall try betweefi us. 

d7iiet Rosamund 

ROSAMUND 

Royal lord, 

Tbv wedded handmaid craves of thee a grace. 

ALBOVINE 

My sovereign bids her bondman what she will, 
ROSAMUND 

I bid thee mock me not ; I may as^ thee 
Aught, and be heard of any save my lord. 

ALBOVINE 

Go, friend. Naksltes.J 

Spjfak now. Say first what ails thee ? 
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* ACT il RO^\MUND 

ROSAMUNI\ 

Me? 

ALBOVINE 

Thy voice was honey-heaite€ music, ^ sweet 
As wine and^lad as clarions : not in battle 
Might man have more of joy than I to fear it 
And feel'delight dajice in my heart and laugh * 

Too loud for hjaring save its own. Thou rose, • 
Why did Cgod give thee more than all thy kin 
Whose pride is perfume only and colour, this ? 

Music ? No rose but mine sitTgs, and the birds 
Hush all their hearts to hearken. Dost thou hear not 
How heavy sounds her note now ? 


ROSAMUt|D ^ 

• Sife, not I. 

But sire I should not call thee. 

ALBOVINE 

• Surely, r 

I hade thee speak : I did not bid thee swig : 

Thou canst not .speak and sing not.* 

• ROSAMUND 

A1 bovine^ 

I had at heart a simple thiag to crave 
And thought not on tin flatteries — as I think not 
Nqw. Knowest thou not my handmaid Hildegard 
Free-born, a noble maiden ? 
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#ALBOVINE 

And a fair 

As ever shone like sundawn on tfre sppws. 
, RO^A.\fi;ND 

I had at heu^i. to pfead for her with ihc-e. 


Fact i 


ALBOVINR 


Plead f* hast thou found her noble maidenhood 
I^4^nobly turned unmalcjenlike r* I may not 
IJg-hlly believe it. 

I 

ROSAV^'NO 

• t 

* Behove it not at all. 

Wouldst thou think shjyne of me— Ii|fhtly ? She loves 
As mi^ht a maid\vhoso \l\n were northern gods 
The tairost-fai ed of warriors Lombard born, 

Tliine Almathildes. 

• • 

ALUOVINE 

P*he lo\e^ not her. 

More fool is# he than warrior even, though war 
Have wakened laughter in his eyes, and left 
•His golden^hair fresh gilded, when his hand 
Had v^on the crown that ♦clasps a boy’s brows close 
With first-born sign of battle. 


KOSAMl’ND 


No such foe! 

Mav live in such a warrior ; if he love uot 
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ACT i] RO|\MUND 

Sfomc loveltnciss not hersi. No face as bright 
Crowneii with so fair a Mayflower crown of praise 
Lacked ever yet love, if its eyes were set 
WiA airtheir sj^ul to loveward. 

ALlll>VlNE • 

\y? 


» KOSAMUNn 

• ^ , I know not* 

A miin so i<ur of face. I lit '*.' him well. 

And well he hath ser\ed and loves ihee. 


Seems winsome ifien with women • 


Ay ? The boy 


iVildcgar^ ' 

Hath hearkened when ho spake of love*— it mr x he, 
Lightly, * 


AUIOVINE 


To hei shall no man lightly spci|.k. 
Thy maiden and our natural kin is 
WT thou speak with him --lightly? 


Gladly. 


ROSAMUND 

If thou M{ilt, 

ALBOVhVE 


The boy shall wait upon |hy will. \Exit. 




ROSAMUND 

• • 

My heart is heavier tfian this heat that weighs 
With all the weight of June on uf . know^not^ 

Why. And the least is close on us. I would 
This night were now to-fnofrow morn. I know not 
Why. f 

Enter Almaciiildes 


# 

Ah ! What would you ? 


ALMACHILDES 

Queen, our lord the king 

Bade me before thcc hithef. 

ROSAM/JNO 

f Truth : 1 know it. 

Thou art loved and honoured of our lord the king. 
Dost lluui, wfiom honour lo\cs hetore thy time, 

, # 

ALMACHILDES 

Ay; thy noble handmuwU, llildegard. 

1 know not it she love me. 


ROSAMUND 

Theu shalt know. 
But this thou knowcsi : 1 may not give thee her. 


, ALM.\C1IIL1)LS 

I would not take her from the Lord God’s hand 
If hers were givjen against her will to mine. 
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ACT l] 


ROSAMUND • 

A man said thaf ; a manfuller than men 
Who*griff the lovjflej^ hands of prisoners. Well 
It must be with the bride whose happier hand 
Lies fond and fast in thine* Our Hildeg'ard, 

Being- free and noble as Albovine imd wc, 

Born one with us in race and blood» and fliencc 
Our equat in our soli? nobility, 

Must w'ell be won by noble works, and love 
Whose liglit is one with hono*ur*s. 

# 

ALMA<’HILDr^S 

Queen, may I 

Perchance not win jt? 1 know n»t. 

KOSAM^NlI 

nor !. 

Soon may we know ; they arc entering toward the 
feast. « 

[T/Ie curtain drawn discovers a banfuei^ with 
guests ai^semhlcd among Owyi Nawsetes 
and HildhiVard. 

Re-enter 

* ALBOVINE 

Thine hand : I hold the wrhitost in the world. 

Sit thou, boy, there, beside 3weet Hildegard. 

j Tkeje si/. 

Briifg me the cup. Queen, thou shalt pledge with mo 
A health to all this kingdom and its w^al 
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Even from the bowl that here to hold In hand , 
Assures me lord of Combardy and thine * t 
rij>-ht and miffht of battle and of God — 

The skull that was thy fathei’s V.so^shaU thou • 

Drink me with thy father. 

ROSAMUND 

» Sire, my h'»r.d, 

The life niy sire, who t^avc thee up his life, 

Chive me, and fostereiji till thou liMdst ^iveii him 
death, * 

Is all now thine. Tl^v will he done. I drink 
To thee, who art all thi^^ kinj^dom and its weal, 

All health and honour tliAt of rij^hl should he, 

With all j^ood thiii>;s I wish thee.^ \ Drinks, 

V 

»U.pOVlNK 

Wish me well, 

Aiul Crod must j»ive me what thou wilt. Good 
«i irionds, 

M) watiins and nu brethren, hath not lie 
Given me wife the best one born of mai> 

Ami lineliest, and nuVst loving? Silent, sirs? 

\V hereto reV 

ROSAMUND 

Thou shouldst not hsk it. Bid the cup 
Chi blithely round, 

« 

, At-BOVINH 

B\ C'hrist and Thor, ii shall.*' 
What ails the ^io> there ? Almachildcs ! 
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^LMACltlLDB^ 

Nou^t atls me. 

AI BO\ l^F 
Vor Ih} m.iidcn ? 
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King, 


^1M\( IIHOIS 

Kinj;, nor Itci. 

M r»o\ i\r 

r.iU then teistiiuj lUar I he inp a\\«i\ 

Some s.uiuu oi the dust o^de«Lth tomes fiom it. 
Sweet, be not wroth noi sad 

% 

* 

ROSWU Np 

I afn blithe aiul f.im, 

Sjrc ; and I Io\ed thee ncvei more than now 


AIBOX «M 

Noi t.\cT I tlvt I hnd thcL rniiuv 

\nd now no daughter ot nui e tneniy’s, 

ROSAMI \n 

^ No 

Thou hast no ciKtfty left on taith ali\e 
No soul unslain that hates thte . 

Al hO\ INP * 

I hai were miuh 

VV'hat man may sa> it " and least ol iill mav kings. 
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ROSAS^UND (act I 

ROSAMUND 

Wliat bast thou done that man should hctc thee — 

Vi - 

man 

Or u Oman ? 


ALBOVINF 

Which of us ma> answer, Nought ? 
KO-^AMOVn 

Thou mighrst have made, me me, my father^ 
child 

Hal lol and slav c tliou h.‘^st made me wife and queen. 

r 

AI BOMNE 

Thee have 1 loved ; iiy, iwid mvscU in thee, 

Who hast im dc me nioie than king <ind lord, being 
thine. 


ROSAMUND 

Cvniitcsv soO on kings a gol J^ncr crown 
1 hat sils upon them seemlier 

ALBOVIM 

Courtesy ! 

riuth Hark thcc, bo>, and let tn> ilddcgard 
Hearken. Is she, th} queen, a peer of naie? 

AI MU HU DES 

( 

She weais no cunvn but heaven’s about her head~ 
No gold that v\<^cs not born upon her brows 
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Transfi|gfures or di^figutes tbero- She is> not 
A peer of thine, 

^ / UO<?AMUND 

lie answers well. 


AI BOVINE 


Ho answets 

III— as the <!pirit of shamcle*?sncss might speak. 


AI.MiUllIIDI s 

Shameless arc (Jiv\ that he. I lie not. 


Tempt not the rod 


\I BOVINF 

Ilo} , 


\lMAtinLDFS 

- The rod that man may wield 

No man fna\ feai . the slave who lears it is not 
Man, 


AI BOVINE 

Art thou erased with wine ? 

9 

» 

AIMACHILDES 

Ami thy king.** 


ALBOVINE 

My* thrall thou k newest thou art not, or thy tongue 
Durst challenge not nunc anger. 



400 ROSAMUND [acti 

'ROSAMUND 

Thrall and free, 

Woman and man, yea, queen and born 

Moie wide apart than earth oi hell and heaven. 

Sirs, let no wraneflin^ breath distune the pe.ice 
That shines and glcws about us, and discerns 
A banquet from a battle. Thou, my lord, 

Hast bidden away the dust of dea-'h which lell 
Between us .it ihy biddiui;, and is now 
Nothin}^ ,i «.licam blown out at waking Thou, 

My loid’s youiu^ chosen of warnois, be not wroth, 
Albeit lh\ wialh he noole, thouj;’!) im le>rd 
Sec til to liv m\ K^ve .is i»oltl is IihhI 

tile * It bums not ihce Strike hand in hand: 

\c have done so alter battle. 


1 pleek^e thco, l)e^>. 


\Lllc VINE 

Drink a^ain 


VI M \e nil nrs 
I-pKdt|;e luce, kiny. 


KOSAMUND 

M} lord, 

I am wear) at heart, .mo tain weni’d sleep. Forg’ive 
ino 

lluit 1 c,ui sit iu'» more. . 

MlvOVJNU 


\Vb d ailh ihce ? 



RCJpAMUND 

ROSAMUN& 
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ACTi] 


Noug^ht. 

Thc^hobiand heav> time of )'ear has hound 
About my browif a/band of iron. Sire, 

Thou wouldst not see mg sink aswoon, and mar 
The rapture^ of thy revel. 

ALBOVINE 

Get thee hence. 

Go. GodJ?c with thee. 

ROSAML"m> 

God abide with thee. 

\Jixif wiih aiieniian/s. 

AthOVlNE 

This is no feast : I will nc^niore q/lt. Ho} , 

Take note, and tempt not so thy bride,* albeit 
She tempt thee to the trial, 

ALMACHILDES 

^ vl shall n8t, 

\LHOVIM' 

She will not. Sirs, y^ood night - if night Vnay be 
Good. Har. Jy may the he, here. And >et 
For you it may he — Hildcgard and rhec. 

God give you joy. • 

ALM.UiJILOES • 

• God gi\e thee comlorl, kirig 

[ Exettni. 

u D 


VOL. V. 
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ROSAMUND 

i 


, \act II 


ACT 11 


^ V/ //w’ apartmrnis 

Entet^ RobAMUND 
ROs\\uNn 

I am yet alive tt) question if 1 live 
And wondci what may e\er bid me die. 
lUit live I will, boinfi^ yJt not dead with thee, 

Father. Thou knowest in Paradise my heart. 

I feel Ihy kisses breathini^ on my' lips, 

'"'^hcreto the dead cold relic of ihy face 
Was picss^'d at biddinj^f of thy slayci last riight, 

And yet they were not withered . nay, they are red 
As blood is — blood but newly sf>1rtt — not thine. 

How jjood thou wast and sweet of spirit - how dear, 
b'ather ! None lives that knew thee now save one, 
And none loves me but thou nor thee but I, 

That was till yesterni^ht^thy daiij^ftiter , now* 

Tb.it very name is tainted, and my tongue 
Tastes poison as I speak it. There is nought 
Lett in the range and record of the world 
For me that is not poisoned even my heart 
Is all envenomed in me. Death is Hte, 

Or pnesthood lies that swears it . then 1 give 
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Vhe man my husband and thyjiomicide 
Life, il^I slay him— 'the life he^ve thee. 

^nier Hildegard 

^ • Girl, 

1 sent for tl^e, think stand me. Child, 
Thou art fairer than thou knowest, \ doubt thou 
art fair ^ • 

As the aw^ss maidenhood of morning ; ti uth . 
Should live ujJon thy hps, lliough truth weie dead 
On all men’s tongues and Vr omen’s born save thine. 
Dawn lies not when it laugha on us Thy queen 
I am not now thy friend 1 would be. lell 
rh\ tnend if love sleep o4 iwakc in thei 
low aid an) man^ Thou ait sdent Tell nu this, 
Dost thou not think, where thought scaicc knows 
itself “ I ^ 

Think in the subtle senseloo deep (or ihoiurht- 
That Almachildes loves thee ^ 


Love Almachildes 


HllOi GVRO 

‘ Moie than I 


IvOSAMl M) 

^ • 

Thus a maid should speak. 

Dost thou love me i 


niiT)FG\Rn 

Thou knowest^it, queen 

V \) 2 
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tt 

iA>samund 


[act II 


Now ill thy power to show me more pi love * 
Than ever yet hath man or womam Swear, 

If thoii dost love me, thoS w^lt bhow it. 

« 


It lies 


HILOEGARD 


I swear. 


ROSAMIND 

By all our fathers* j.;reaf fi>isakeu j^ods 
Who smiled ou all their battles, and by him 
Whc' clcurib or crept or leaj^t upon their throne 

And signed us Christian, swear it, litcn. 

• 

I swear. 


ROSAMl^Nn 

V 

What if 1 hid^Jhee i^ive thyself to shame — 
Yield up thy soul and Ifod} - pla}^ such parts 
As sliameles^' lame records ol women crowned 
Jmpeii.il in llic idle of lust and Rome ? 

«* 

t 

IIILnEGARP * 

Thou couldst not bid me do it. 


KOSAMUNP 


Thou hast sworn 
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^IJSAMUND 

•4 

HIl DFGA((D 

I ha\o suorn. 

Qu*feen, I uouk*»do it* and die* 

R#SAtu\n ^ 

Thou not. Vet 

This must thou do, and live. Thou shalt not 
Shamed Thou ‘fhalt bid thine Aim ichildes come 
And speJKtvs^h thee by luijfhtfaU « Sa}, tlie qiiJcn 
Will "ivc^not up I he maiden so beloved 
- And tiulh It IS, I love thee wilhm^h 
To the urns of one her husband loves • but weie it 
Shame, uUir shanu, th.d he should vwd not hci, 

1 he shamefasl queen toum! chogse not 1 hen sh dl lu' 
Plead Then shalt tho^i iuin treatlci than the snow 
That sv^fUns at ilu slioni^sun’b kiss, and jield 
But »u.cds must ni, 4 'lu be^iIoSo aljoflit voui lovt 
Aud darkness whet }our kisses la^4il \^v.re dt ith 
H 1 st thou no he irt to qiiess now r* Fear not 
Not them ^ut I must put on sh ime I lav k 
A hand for mine t ^ ,,r.isp and Mnke witl# His 
I have chosen 

Hii nto \Rn 

I Nce bill IS hv lij^fttnuu^ Oueen,^ 
What should I dv) bm warn Iht kniij— v^i him'* 

ROSVMl M> 

Thou hast sworn. I ludd^thce by thy word , 

Hll OKOVHD 


Help me ! 


My Christ, 
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! 

ROSAMUND , 

No God can break thine oath in tivain 
And leave thee less than perjured. Tilou must bid kim 
Make thee to-night his bi^*de. 

IIILDEGAKD 

I could not say it. 


ROSi^MUND 

Th<m sh.ilt, or God shall smite thee down to hell. 
What, art thou godless*.'* 

nil mp VKD 

Art not inou? 

KOS\r t NO 

‘ Not 1. 

I him just and gracious, girl : he gives me 
xuy right by might stl last on thine and thee. 

. lUIDEGA’^n 

For love of mcicy, queen for honour’s sake, 

Bid me not sham a m> self before a man — 

The man I )ove — who gives me back at least 
llououi, if love he gi\es not 

ROSVMUND 

Ay , my m' d ? 

And yet he Knes thee, oi thy maiden thought 
Kus with ijO gtacious erroi, more thaa thou 
Him? 
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ROSAMUND 
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Hn.OEGAI^ 

^Art thou woman bom/to cast me back 
My^maiden shaive for shame upon my face ? 

1 would not say l^loved him more than man 
Lo\ed ever woman sinoe life li^ht of love 
Lit them alR'e together. Let u» be. ^ 

ROSAMUND 

I will not. Mine are both^by Gotfs own gift. 

I will not cast it from me, Yc may live 
Hereafter happy : nev er nov^ shall I 

11 rr |iiGAKO 

Have mercy. NTxy, I t^innot dott. \ncl thou, 
Albeit thiiie heart be hot \^ith hate as hdl, 

Cv'uldst sa} not, nor tol<Aiofind u4lh faiiei speech, 
Those foul three words the Eg 3 ptian «voman said 
Who tempted and could tempi not Joseph. 

ROSAMUNJJ 

# ^ 

He would not hearken. Joseph loved not Jiei 
More than thine Almachildes me. Bill thou 
Shalt. Now no more may I debatt with thee. 

Go. • 

• HILD&ARD 

God requite thee ! 

ROSAMUND • 

• That shall he ^.rid I, 

Not thou, make ptoof of. If 1 plead with him, 
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I crave of God hut wiong’s n^uital. Go. ^ 

HlLDEGAaD« 

And yet, G«hI help me ’ Can 1 do it God’s^will 
May no man thwart, ot leave his righteousness 
Baffled. I would not say, ‘ My un. be done,’ 

WeiL (jod's will not for Ajjli(^eousness as mine, 

If right be nghleousj wrong be wrong, rtiust be. 

How else m«iy Ciod wtirk wrong’s requital? I 
Must ne or none ma) be his nnnisl r. 

And vot what righttousncss is his to cas 
Athwart m} wav tow aid right this wrong ♦© me, 

A sin against the soul .ind hoiu in ? \Vh> 

Must this \ilo woid of;iJi/cioss all in} thoui»hl 
\lways, .1 dntling dtH>in oi doubt th.it still 
.Strike^ up .ind floits .ig.iin^t ni> purpose Cnnl, 
Help me to know* it * 'I his we ipon i hosen ol mv. , 

I hi* Aim iclukks, were his ficc not fair, 

Wcii not his tami^ bright wcic his ispcct foul, 

H *. nanu dishonoui ihic, his line throui>h htc 
. -.-X loiilhing and a spiiting-sto\.k lor scorn, 

1 do this Am I then ivin as thev 
Who queened U imcc in Ronu’*' d)lu*iunt laec 
An empTLss e.uh, and ladi b} right of sin 
Ihostitutc \ll the lilt I have lived or loved 

II ith been, if snow*' or svas oi wellspnngs K, 

Puio as the spirit of love tow aid he.Lvtn is — eh.iste 
Vs children’s eves oi mothers’. Though I sinned 
As vit inv soul hath sinne 1 not, Xtbovin^ 

Must bt ar, if CuhI abhor unrighteousnvss, 

The w^eighl ol poname heaviest Ind on sm, 

Shanw Nt't on me ma\ ^hanic he set, ihou 5 .n hell 
r.iko hold upon me dving 1 would the Jt ed 
Weie done, the wreak of wiath were wroKen, and I 
Dead. 
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RbSAMUND 


409 


J 

Eniir Aibovwu 


ALBO\ INK 

Art thou s<ck at hcait to see me ? 


ROSAMl \n 

\I BO\ INF 


No. 

t 


Thou art st^qlX and wise is t\4.r (lod h ith m ide 
Wom ui 1 w mid not turn llinu hcut liom me 
Or stt lh\ spirit unsi the stnsc ol mine 
Foi inor^ than Rome s old umpirw* 

l . 

• K 0 St\ll \0 • 

This ilbeit 

Ihouwouldst, bcsurt tlu^. i fnst jn^i (lod noi mm 
Could w ike within me tow ud ni} loicVtlK kiruir 
A new strmgi love or loithim^ Tear not ihis.^ 


\U 0 \ INP 

Fiom thee c in I tear uothinif" Now I know 
Henv htvjli tli} heart is* and how liue ta»ine 


kOSAMl \D 

Thou kiiowest it iJin ^ 


\u o\J\r , 

I know not it I di uld 
Repent me, or repent not, tint I tried 
A heart so hijjfh so sorel} — ptv>%ed so tiiu 
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rosamun'd 


I lAC 


•ROSAMUND 

Do not repent. I would not have thee now^ 
Repent. 

% 

AI^JOVINB 

By Christ^if God forbade -it ndt, 

I would hav^ said within mine own fooVs heart, 
Of vile thinj^i* that fool the sovl of man * 

The vilest and the priestUest h.ith to ni*.7>4- 
Repentance. Co*uld it blot one hour\ out, 
\ wise tiling and a manful thinj;;;’ it were, 

And piofil were it non^ for priests to preach. 
'I'his will I tell thee * what last ni^ht befell 
Rejoices not but iiks me. / 

* ^ f 

KOsAluf NO 

^ * ■‘I.et it not 

Rejoice noi iWa thee. Vc\ thou not th} soul 
^h any lluuu;lit thereon, if none may bid thee 
Rejoice . .ind that were harsh and lu^rd c/ heart. 

< .V.BOvr.th 

1 will not. (Juecn and wife, hell durst not say 
1 do not love th£c. 

r 

KOij^tMUND 

Heaven has heard — and I. 

« 

, ALBOV IN L 

Foijjct then all this foolishness, and pray 
God ma> forg^et it. 
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ROSAMUND** 

God forgets as I. [£r?V Albovine. 
And liad repentan<^ helped h' a ? Shall 1 think 
, It might have molt(in in my burning heart 
The thrice-retempered ir<ffn of resolve ? 

Yet well it is^to kftow that penitence ^ 

Lies further from that frozen heart of hlk 
Than mercy the tiger’s. Ay, God knows, • 

I had scdfijcw'^im loo had penitence^bowed him diawn 
Before ine]»now I do but hate. 1 am not 
Abased as wholl), so supicmely shamed, 

As though I hiid wedded one &s hard as he 
Who yet might think to soften down with words 
What hardly might be clc^ised^with tears of blood, 
The raonuinouttil ftiemor\ gra\cnz>n steel 
That burns the naked spini ol sense within me 
Like the ardent sting ol k*enA‘dg4.d*ite, whuh makes 
The naked flesh feel fue upon it. ^ 

/ w/i'r Al MAC lULDKS 

AlAS^CHILUEs 

II, 

I come to ciavc a woid of theo. 

ROSASW VD 

1 he*ir. 


ALMACHILDES 

THou knowest I lo\e Ih} noble Hildegard * 
And rather would I give my soul to burn 
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Than wronf; in thought hct^ lawless maidenhood. ' 
And now she hath told tnt. what 1 dare not think 
Tiuth And I dare not tniiik her lips may lie- 

KOS^MLVD 

I hue heard. And what is this to n j? She hath 
not 

S.iiK — hath not told thee, nor wijpldst thou believe — 
Tlpit I have breathed a he upon her ]i^ s 
Oi t.iut^ht them "^hamelfissnesb b} lc‘^son 

u vi\cniii)i s 

No. 

Hut she came ti>rth from hce to me — from thev - 
a\iKl '.pakc with tpii\ennt, mouth and quailing eyes 
\nd taio whose liie turned aslien, and a^'iin 
I\t kind] 111 I lorn that ush< u i^ony 
I I lined, v\ha) no neait could think to hear her speak, 
,4.|VJine kMst o( all, who love hei 

p 

KOSVMUiND 

Ay? 


ALM\CIIILDES 

Not she, 

I know it 7..S suie as in^ht is known from day 
And suielici thin I kno\\ mine o\ n soul s truth, 
Spake what she spake m biokcn bursts of breath 
Out ot her own heart .ind its love for me. 

Rl>S \Ml\D 


Didst thou so answer her? 
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Answier at ail. 


RdSAMUND , 413 

•• 

AtMACHlLOEg 

I ifkight not well 


ROSAMl^'D 

Poor maid, she hi^h loved amiss. 
Belike she thought to find in thee a ma?f * 

Love. 


ALMACHUDES 

That she hath found; nought meaner than a man's ; 
No wolfish lust of ravenous indolence 
To soil and spoil her of her noblest name. 

I 

kOSA^^'Nl> V 

1 do not ask thee what site sa'^. IJknow. 

ALMACHILDES 

1 knew thou didst. 

ROSAMUND 

To make >our bridal sure 
She bade thccViakc thy bride of her lo-ftight. 

ALM \CHILDRS 

t • 

She bade me as a slave might bid the scourge 
Fall. 

UOSAMt:ND 

Such a scourge no slave mij^ht shrink Irom ; uay, 
No free-born woman, Almacbildcs. 
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[act 11 


ROSAMyi<D 

iiLMACHILDES ^ 

" * Queen, 

I crave Ihy queenly mercy though I s»ay * 0 

My maid, my bride that will be, ^rank, and showed 
In all the roscbright anguish of her face 
A shuddering shamjj that wrung my hea^t. And thou 
Hast surely M thereon that seal of shame* 

1 ktv>w it as thou dost. • 


ROSAMl’ND 

t. Av, and more she said, 
Suioly : she said I would not yield her up 
1 o the aims of one iny hiyiband loves and holds 
Honoured at heart '1 har my huvband so, 

She told thee— were the need avoidable 
Save b} hci sacijhce shame. 


Al MACIIILni'S 

Thpu knovvest 

All, as I lv<icw, and lacked not Irom thy lips 
Confes'^ioii. ♦ ' 


KUSAMl M) 

* Wanior though thou be, and boy 
'I'houqh m\ lord call thee, hrainlev.s art thou not — 
No suord with man’s face carven on the heft 
For mockery more than truth or help in fight. 

I do not and I durst not play with thee. 

Thy bride spake truth : I knew not she niight need 
So much of truth to tempt thee tv)ward her. NoW 
Thou knowest, and 1 know. It this imminent night 
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Mkke not thy darkling^ide of her, by day 
Tby«bride she may be never. She hath sworn. 

AIMACHILDES 

Why wouldst thou sham^ her ? 

ROSAMUND 

Shamed she cannot be 

If thou K. fou.id not shameless. Plctid no moi e 
Against thiye own lo\e*s suret>. Doubt thou not 
1 wish thee well, and love her. Make not thou 
Out ol her shainchist maidenhood and fear 
A sword to clcaAe }our happiness in twain. 

What it some oath const! am me, sworn in haste, 
Intrangible for sh<?mc’s sal4e, sealed in heaven 
Inevitable? Ask now no more of me. 

Nightfall IS here upon us.* N^mght^ni uirth 
May set the season o( your biidalli^aLk, 
it thou be true \s she must. Wait awhile 
Heie till a sign he sent thee till a bell ^ 

Strike sofil^ froTn this chamber here at h.ind 
I have swoin to her she shall not see Ih) ucc., 
bo sore slu piajcd she miyhi not anti foi thee 
I swore that eic (he darkling an giew { 4 rev 
Thou shouldst aiise and leave her, and behold 
Thy midnight bride but when thou art bidden again 
To meet hei here |^o-morrovv Stiangc it were, 

More strange than aught of all, thil thou shouldst 
prove 

Dishonourable : and exceptThou be, these things 
Must all be vvi ought in this wise, lc**t her (sith 
And mine, at peril of her soul and life, 

By passionate forgetfulness oi thine 
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[act ir 


Disloyally be broken* Swet*l to us now 
Thou wilt not break "our oath and thine, or think 
To look to-night upon thy bride. 


ALMACHILDES ' 

* I swear. 


ROSAMUND 

I ifvkc thine oath. I bid not thee tak^heed 
That I or thou oi* each < 5 f us at once, 

Couldst thou play lalse, may die : 1 bid thcc think 
'Thy bride will die, slwncd. Sucar me not again 
She shall not : all out trust is set on thee. 

WJiat eyes and ears ate keen about us here 
Thou knovvest not.. LovV my lov and thine for her, 
Sliall deafen and shall blind them. Be but thou 
A bridegroom bl^iid an 1 dumb — speak soft as love, 
And ask not answer louder than a sigh — 

And when to-niorrow sets thy bride and thee 
lleiv **ace 10 face again, ihy soul shall stand 
Amazed : thy joy shall turn to wonder. This 
Thy queen, whose pmver may seal her promise fast, 
Sw’cars for thine oath a^ain to thee. Good night. 


AUMAOuinniiS 

f 

I cannot think I live. Our Sigurd loved not 
Brynhild as I love her, and even this hour 
Shall make us great as the>. No spell to break, 
No fire to pass, divides fls. Blind and dumb, 

Love knows, wculd 1 be ever while T li^c 

Fi>r love’s sake rather than forego the joy ' 

That makes one godlike power of spirit and sense, 
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ACTn]^ WOSAMUND 

One goancad oom of ftAnhood God requite 
Thft queen who loves my love and cares tor me 
Thus ! %How may man or GodVcquite her ? Ah ! 

\BiU rings softly from withm 
There sounds the eiote that opens heaven on me, 

And how should man d*rc*liea\ cn ^ But lo\c may 
dare.® \J ^it 


B F 


VOL V. 
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^ACT U1 


^|i8 


ACT ill 

C 

A7i cavhvard >oom i7i the Palace 

Rntir Ai bovine 
< 

’ MBO\^Nr 

This sun- no sur like i ur^burns out my soul. 

] would, vvhep June takes hold on us like fiio, 

The \Mnd could waft and whirl us northward : here 
Thc’2,^"*'w ’our and the sweetness of the world 
Eat out all |oy of life or ni<anhood. Eaitn 
Is here too hard on hea\en — the Italian aii 
'foo bnj»;ht to bie.ithe, as fiie, its next of kin, 

Too keen to handle. God, whoe’er God be, 

KiCp us from W' thcrimf as the loids of Rome — 

S| u kcniiu; and sickcning^ tin\ard the imperious end 
That wiped them out of *mpiic ’ ea, he shall. 

Knti? lIiLntG^RD 
c 

imUtGARD 

The queen would w.ul upon >oiir maiesty. 
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•• 

ALBOVmif 

9 

Bid Jie^ come in. And tell her ere she come 
1 wait upon her will. (Sxt/ Hildbgard. 

• Wha4 would she now ? 

‘Enter RosAMUtiiD _ 

By ChtTst, hoy^ thou art ! I never saw theft 
So like*chc sun in heaven no rose on earth • 
Might thinjf to match thee 

ROSAMX^n 

All I am is thine. 

Al B( ViNF • 

# 

Mine? God might come tr^in luj^aven to worship 
thee • 

Thine ejes outlighten all the st.irs tin face 
Leaves earth no flower to worship. 

ROSAMUND 

V ^ 

* How should earth 
Worship htr children ^ Nought it is ip me. 

My lord’s dear love it is, that make^ me setm 
Fair. 

AI BOX^NI 

How thou liest thou knowest not Rosamund, 
What hast thou done to be«so beautiful 

9 ROSAMIND 

The sun has left thine e}es half blind. 


tea 
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ROSAMUNb 

ALBOVINB 


» {act ni 


I ^are not 

Kiss thee, or stare straight-eyed cTgainst the suit* 

KOSAMNNn 

Kiss me. WJ’.o knows how long the lord of life 
May spare us time lor kissinj> ? Tale and love 
Are less than change and death. 

e 

ALBOVINB 

' What ghosts are they ? 

So sweet thou never v^ast to me before 

The woin.in that is God the God that is 
# 

Woman the sov Cjreign oj tht sou* of mm, 

Our latheis’ Froia, Venus clowned in Rome, 

Has lent my lovc^her g^tdlt; ; but her lips 
Have robbed the r&J rose ol its heatt, and left 
No glory foi the flovvci beyond .ill flowers 
To '‘Pnnj^ be glad ol 


ROSAMOND 

Summer and spring 

M.'iy cleanse .nd heal the heart of man no more 
Than wintei ma^, or withering autumn. Sire, 
^Husband and lord, I have a woful word 
lo speak against a mani>eloved thee, 

A man well worth all glorj man n)a> give — 
Against thint Almacbildes. 

ALBOVINB 

Has the boy 

Transgiossed a|^ain in awless h»-'it of speech 
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ACTinI^ Hq^AMUND 

And kindled wrath in ftlhe against him- thee, 

Who stood'st between my wrath and him ? 

ROSAMUND 

• I would 

His were no^more transgression than of speech. 

He hath wrongeef — I bid tfiee asft of ff\p no more — 

A noble^maiden. Till her shame be healed, 

Her name is dfad bpon my lips and his, 

Who is yet x\ol all ignoble.* • 

ALBOVINE 

He shall die 

Except he wed her, and she will to wed. 


That surely will she. 


KOSAMU^iD 


ALBOVINB 

Bid him hither. ^ 

0 

m 

ROSAMUND 

. See, 

Thorc strides he through the sunshine, toward thb 
shade. ^ « 

How light and high he steps ! He sees thee. Bid 
him — 

Beckon him in. 

ALBOVINB 

He knows mine eye. He comes. 
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ROSAMUl^© 


FOSAMUND 

Obedient as a hound is. 



ALBOVINE 

As a man 

That knows ihr-law of loyal manhood. 


ROSAMUND 

c 

Cjiod send it be so. 


Ay? 


Rfitrr A I MAi Hir dfs 


'.I MAC IvII DFS 

Qu^cn <^id km^, I am here. 
Wh«it would you ? ^ » 

V4; AI.DOVINE 

Tiuth Hast thou not borne thyself 
Touard any soul on earth dn*oyally 
Ever? 

I 

ALMACHILDBS 

r 

^ Ne\er. 

AI BOVINE 

I would not say thou lies?. 

ALM VCI11LDES 

Do not : the lie should burn thy lips up, king. 
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m 4 ovinf^ 

Thou fhast uVought no wrdng toward man or 
• woman? 


AI M^VCWtDES 
*None 

ALBOVINB 

Speak thoiF thou )iast hctird him answer me. 

ROSVMI NO 

^ I ha\c htrird. 

No wrong it ma}*bc with ^hc st.ij's of htll 
To cast upon a worn in Tor a curse 
Shame to dchle the spgit <i#ict shi^nc of love, 

Put out the sunhke e}es of niaickfnhood 
And leave the soul dismantled ! I is not he 
So sinned? — Hast thou wrought no such « ^ik as 
lh.s> • 

The king has heard th^^ilcncc 


AIMVelinniS 

^ucen and king,« 

1 hive done no ^^rong, hn^ right 1 have chosen my 
bride, 

And made hei mine by gentle gi ice of hers 
Lest wrong should come b?t W4.cn us Now rto ni in 
^ May think to unwed us king noraiueen ma> fro s 
This wedded love of ouis no thwart or aa> 

May sunde*r us till heaven and earth turn hell 
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#• 

M^BOVINB 

I deemed not thee dislionourable ; and*thy qufen 
Now knows Ihee true as J did. R^amund, 

Forgive and j^ive him hack his hridt . 


King. 


% w 

ROSAMOND 


I will; 


ALROVINE 


Boy, thy queen hath»sho^n thee giacc ; be thou 
Thankful. I leave thee here to yield het thanks. 


ALMACHILdES 

Queen, I would did'<^ sc?ve Aul thank thee. 


ROSAMUND 

‘ • Die? 

So young an£4 glad and gloiio?isj* Thou shalt not 
Die, Was thy tridc's face bright to look upon 
When last niglV's moon and stars illumined it? 

Al M \CljILDBS ^ 

Itiou knowest I might not look upon it. 


I ROSAMUND 


1 hou hast never loved before ? 


No. 



ACTtnJ SK^AMUND 4*5 

•• 

ALMACHlLDfeS 

• 

1 have loathed, not loved^ 
Thelovcless harlots clasped of all the camp : 

I have followed vunrs and v|jsions all my days 
Even till my love’s eyes^lit stung* to life 
The soul wiftiin rfiy body. •Till f Iovq^, 
t knew not woman. 


ROSAMUND 

• • 

Now thou knowest. This love 
fs no good lord — no gentle gpd — no soft 
Saviour. Thou knowest perchance thy bride’s name 
— hers 

Whose body and #out were on? but now with thine ? 
ALM4CHlrfbBS 

How should not I ? What darkling l?fe:ht is this 
That burns and broods and lightens in thine ^ycS| 
Queen ? 


ROIAMUND 

Hildegard it was not. 

I 

ALMACHILDES 

, Art not thou — 

Or am not I -sun-smitten through the brain 
By this mad might of midsummer ? Who wa% it 
That slept or slept not with* me while the night ^ 
<sWas mere than noon and more thafl hea\ en ? Whal 
• name 

Was hers who made me godlike ? 



436 


ROSAMUl>(D 


(act m 


RASAML^ND 

* R^samunSl. 

4 

ALMACHILDES 

Thine ^ was it thou ? It t/ab not. 

tf 

• % 

ROSAMUND 

f 

, ALMAC }IILD£S 

Does the sun stand m heaven ^ Or 
As uhen God bade it hal^ on higfh 
Is broken in me 


It^was I.» 

» 

stands it fast 
My life 


R1»S\MITM> 

* f * 

Nay, fail sif, not )ot. 

Ihy life IS now mine as the^»inj^ I wear 

'lhat seals my hand^^ wife’s. Die thou shalt not, 

Rut slay, and live. 


Al MAi HIl DI s 

Slay wh»^m ? 

ROSAMUND 

1 hy lord and mine. 


Al MAC IILDFS 

I had rather go down quick to hell. 


ROSAMUND 


I know it. 

I leave thee not the choice Keep thou thy hand 
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, Bloodily and Hilde^Vfd. whom yet 1 love, 

Dies, and in fire, the harlot's ^eath of shame. 

Last rrtght she*lured thee hither. Hate of me, 
Because of late I smote her, being in wrath 
Forgetful of her vjoble maidenhood, 

Stung her for shame’s sakelo take hands with shame. 
This if I sw^ar, may she u^swev il ? Thou 
Cans! not but say she bade thee seek* her. She 
Lives while I ’■/ilh^as Albovine and thou * 

Live ^ my grace and mercy. Live, or die. / 

But live th^u shalt not longei than her death, 

Her death by burning, if thou slay not him. 
i see iny death shine in thine eyes : I see 
My present death inHame them. That were not 
Her surety, Almachildcs. Th4)ii shouldst know me 
Now. Though thou slay^me, tlys may sajaijjot her. 
My lines arc laid about*her life, and may not 
By breach of mine be Na^ke.!. • 


ALMACHiLDES 

• • (iod iniflft be 

Dead. Such a thing as thou could neve/* else 
Live. ' * 


ROSAMUND 

That concerns not Ihce not Ine. Be thou 
Sure that my will and power to serve il live. 

Lift now thine e/es to loolc upon thy lord. 


Re-enter Albovine 

ALBOVINE 

By this time hath he thanked thee not enough ? 
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f • 

RdSAMUND 

» 

More bath he given than thanks. 

ALuq^iNi: 

What meye may be? 


ROSAMUND 

His htecl faith to heal the wrong he wrought 
Faithfully. * 

ALBOVINE 

•> 

Boy, strike then thy hand in mine. 

Thou art loyal as I knew thee. 

A'LMAcnn.rncs 

King, I may not 

Touch hands with thTce, 

t 

ALBOVfNE 

0 • 

inyu art false, then, ha? Thou hast lied? 

c 

ALMACH!LD£S 

0 

King, till the wrcvig I have wrought he wreaked or 
• healed. 

f clasp not iiaiuls with liotv.'>ur. Nay, and then 
Perchance I may not. 


ALBOVINE 

' Boy I called thee : child 
I call thee now. But, boy, the child thou art 
Is noble as our sires. 
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•• 

ALMACHIM^ES 

Would God it were ! [Exit 

ALBOJ’INB 

What ails him ? 

ROSAMUND 

Love and shame 


ALROVINR 

* No more than these ? 

ROSAMUND 

« 

Enough are they^o darkey death and life-*-' — 

Thou art less than gentle towards his love and him. 

ROSAMUND 

^ • 

I would not speak ungenUy. Her I h)\e, 

Poor child. ' him ! hate not. 


To love him too 


ALBOVINE 

Thou shalt live 


KOSA.^UND 

■m 

This heaviness T)f heat 

Kills love and hate and life in me. 1 kr>ow not 
Aught lovesome save the sweet brief death of sleep. 
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R0SAMUV19 


.(act HI 


ALBOVINB 

I am weary as thou. Good night may not %ajr— 
Good noon I bid thee. Sleep shall heal us. 

¥ 

ROSAMUND 

• • Ay; 

No healing and no help for life on eanh , 

Hath (iod or man found out save uPeam and slgep. 

\£xeuni. 
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ACT IV* 

The same Scene 

Enter ALMAChiL,i>i.s ana niLusuAKu 
HUmGARD 

Hast thou forgiven me: 

A! 

1 hav?^not forgiven 

God. 

HU DRGARD 

Will thou sla> thy soul and minej’ 

AI MAC IfILDEb 

Wilt thou 

Madden me t God hath given us up tocher ^ 
Who !.*• deadlier than the fieiy fang of death — 

Us, iniUKcnt an3 loyal. 

lilLDFAiARU 

Nay, if 1 

Forgive her love of thcc- though thi'- be hard, 
Canst thou forgive not:* 
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f 

ALKACHItJ’ES 

Sweet, for thee and’-me 
Remains no rescue sa\e by death or 
Fiom uorsc than flight or death is. 

I 

iiii 

Worse is nought 

Tint shame * and how ma> shame tiakc hold on us», 
On who have syined ngt ^ Me she hound to play 
thee 

False, and betra} thee to her arms : I might not 
Choose, though m 3 heart should rend itself in twain 
And (k<i\e with ravenous anguish . yet I live. 

Vex not thy soul tov) sorely : me, nut her, 

'I'hy ^mbr.ieedj tlnne arp’is and lips made thine 

Me, not my darkling wiaith, my changeling toe, 

M> thief ol love, 45 uf traitress This I bid thee, 
Forget th> to.n an<l shame to have wronged me: 
night 

Breeds treac’ mous dreams that can bnt poison day 
It thought be found so base a fool as dares 
Fear, Did 1 d»^uht thy loie ot me, I durst not 
Live or look back upon thee 


Flyr' 


M MM mi nrs 

Will thou then 

llllDfGARD 


Dost thou ':noM what flight me:»ns— thou? 
It means 

Fear And is feai a new-born friend of thine? 
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ALHACHIl-dfeS 

Godji'llp US ! if hejlve» and hate not man — 

If Satan be not God. We will not fly. 

Enter AlbovA;e and Rosamund 
* - * 

ALBOVINK 

Fly? •What shouTd love at height of happiness 
Or youth at height of honctbr (ear*aiid fly t 
Would ye take wing for heaven? take shame on 
earth • 

To wed in peace and honour? 


No, surely. 


♦ ALMAi'lin.nE*^ 

No, my king. 


ROSAMUND 

^ ^yeep not, maiden. Dosl».iot thou, 
Man, tha! we thougiil her bridegroom scaled of lovci 
Love her ? • . 

ALMACHILDBS 

No saint loved ever God as 1 

Her. 

ROSAMUND 

And betray her to shame thou wouldst not? 
See, j» 

♦ ,My lord, the silent answer flash alotid 
From cheek and eye a goodly witness. Thou, 

My maiden, dost thou love not him ? Nay, speak. 
VOL. V. • F F 
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,(act IV 


HfLDBOARD 

1 cannot s«iy it — 1 cannot strive tc\say. 

ROSAMI NO * 

f 

rhoii shall Are alli^e nqt fast bcrand i'l love — 

M} lord and tHinL» my maiden and her queen, 

A foiiriold chain ot laith twice link^*d\»f love ^ 

Speak let not shame find place where shdme is 
none 


ifiLnr(»ARD 

I will not Kin 4 ^ ind quciii and (vod shall hear. 

I love him as onr sonf»a ot old tunc say 

M^n l>«\e heen loved of wqmtn akhi to t^^’ods 

By blood as thc> spirit, albeit in me 

Noiq'ht lives that «Aom iVi or ^ lan or Clod could say 

Were worth hi^ love, if miiu bv j^iace ot love 

Bl found not all imwoithy Mine am 1 

No moie nunc* own in no wise now, hi 1 his 

lo sivc or slay, to iluiish oi lasl out, 

i I own and Uisciown, abas^ und comfort Shame 

Wilt more lo me than honoui it Ins will 

If were that sh line ^houKI tlothc me lound, and life 

Woio the onh dc ith left U ir*ul it he bade me 

r li C ould his love be turned from me, and set 

On v>ne les-, lovini^ but more t ui th in 1, 

A tin. ill moii base than treason or a queen 
loo high tor shame to brind her sliaiuefiil, even 
Huyigh sin hid stampid and signed her foul as 
fi lud * 

And lo ithsonic as a m isked adulterous lie, 
iUrs v\ould I make him if 1 might, ind yield 
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iter the hatefullest df hell-tjprn things 
THfe t|^n founc^ lovelier by my jove than heaven. 

ROSAMUND 

Ureat love is this to br^ of : great and strange. 

HILDEGARF 

Love is no braggart : lust and tteauu ctiiM licAiv 
Vaunt their vUe streng’th when shnmc unveils them : 
love • 

Vaunts not itself. 1 spake not uncoinpelled, 

And blushed not out the avowal. 

% 

ALBOVINE 

• • * Boy, 4 held’ 

And hold thee noblest m> #lords pf war» 

And worthier than thine elders lArn and tried 
Ere battle found thee ripe and j^lad at heatl 
To stem and swim the tide ol spears : but this 
1 know not Pliou be or any man 
Be worthy of. , 

AEMACHILOES 

or all men born on eaPth 
1 am most iinwortlu of it. None mVht be 
Worthy. 

ROSAMUND 

Ho weeps • thy bojr is humble. 

ALMACHIf DES * 

Queen. 

1 w^cep not. Shamed with no ig^noble shame 


i t 2 
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^ t 

Thou seest me : but I \^eep n#L Yea, God knows, * 
Humbled I am, and hgmble ; not to tljce. 

ALBOVINE 

e 

Chafe not : and thou, queenr thouerh thou be, and 
mine, 

Tempt not a Iriic man’s wrath with v^rds that bear 
Fanj^s 'keener than thou knowest cjf. 

f r 

ROSAMUND 

King, henceforth, 

Heing warned, 1 will nof. Dangerous as the sea 
A true man's wrath is- and a true man’s love : 

A woman’s hath no peAl in it * hci Jears 
W/isIrwrath and peKI aw{ir\ , 

# AT.BOVflJp 

I have nevci seen thee 

Weep. 

ROSAMUND 

How ^.lould I weep 1, thy wile? 

ALUOVlNh 

1 have heard thee 
Laugh ; and thy smiles wwe alw\ay^ bright as fire. 

ROSr^MUND 


Well were it wilh me — ay, and reasoi found 
For me to live and do the living world 
Some service could mv hu->’»and warm theieat 



ROSAMUND 


437 


ACtiv]/ 

^^iBi^heart as winter-stlicken |)ands in frost 
Ate ;|^anned winter fires. . 

ALBOVINE 

• No need, no need : 

The sun th9u art^warrSs all ou^yoar with love, 

And leaves no chill on wi/lter. 

KOSAMUKD 

* \lbovine. 

Love now secludes us not from sight of man — 

From sight of this my maiden and the man 
Who shines but as the battle’s boy for thee 
But lives for me my inaiden’si lover — true 

As truth is — AlnAchildes. 

• • 

^LBOVfNE 

How thy Itps 

Hang lingering on his name as though ’twere thou 
That loved him ! Thou shouldst loTc thy maiden 
well. 

rosXmumd 

As she loves me 1 love her. Hildeg^d, 

Leave us. Thou knowest 1 love tlfce. 

HlLDfGARD 

Queen, I know. jAjpf/. 

ALBOVINE 

What ails the boy ? what rapturous agony 
Torments and glorifies his glance at her 
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As with delight in tortyre ? liheer thee, man 
Thou art not thus all unworthy. 

ROSAMUND 

f 

f Spare him, king. 

A king may guess'nor^ how. a man’s? hearf yearns 
With all unkinjgly sense of love and «^ame 
Not alf unmanly. 


' AI BO\ INE 
Shame is none to he 

Loved, and to deem that* love exceeds our due 
Who may not well deserve it. Sick at heart 
He seems, and should W? gladder than the sea 
W{‘A-*rwiiid ^nd sun ntrikt i^ify m it, 

Almachildes 

1 am not 

So stricken, king I thank thy care ot me. 

# 

ALBOVlAf 

Heait-strickcn or shamc-stneken art thou? 

( 

e ROSAMUND 

# < King, 

Spare him Thou kiiowest not love like his. It bums 
And rends and wrings the spirit. 

♦ 

ALBOVINB 


Dost thou then ? 


No. And thou, 
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lft>SAMU|ID 

]^yes and heart and sense are mine 
As weak and strong as woman's can but be ; 

As weak in strei^th and strong in weakness. Men, 
Being wise, and mightier than their mates on earth, 
Need no sifth knSwlcdge«born wf fti^orn pain 
As qui|pkens alkthe spirit of sense intis. 

Wor^ns know wl^t eagles know not. • 

• • 

ALBOVINE 

Like enough. 

Rede me no redes and riddtes. Never yet 
I have loved thee more, and yet 1 have loved thee 
well, ^ ^ 

Than now that l^ving-kiydness* borne toward 
Makes thee so gracious, pleading for H. 

ROSAMUNrt ^ 

l-.ove 

Sees all lhing;s lovely : thine, if prais^iherc be, 

Not mine flie prai^c is : thee, not me, these twain 
Must love and worshipaas their lord of love. 

ALBOVINE ^ 

Well, God be good to them and thte and me I 
1 would this fierce Italian June were dead, 

So hard it weighs upon rnc. 


ROSA^lUND 

Nmv not long 

Shall we sustain or sink aswoon from it : 

It has but left a day or two to die. 
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f 

BO VInI 

And well were I hat, if summer die(| with June. 

Two red months more must set on sense and ‘?oul 
The branding-iron stampe^ of 5umn\er : nay, 

The sea is here no sea to cherish man : 

It brings no choral" comfort, back wTih tid6s 

That surge and*Sink and swell and ch^pie and change 

And lig^aten life with music where tjje bicath ^ 

Dies and i cvives of night and day. 


ROSAMrNO 

Re thou 

Content ; a God hath drjven us hilhei. 

' ALBOVINE 

< • ^ Yea : 

A God of death and Ae and strife, whose hand 
Is hea\> on my spirit. Be not yc 
Troubled, if peace be with you. 


* , KOSAMr^D 

Peace to thee. 

' \Extf Albovine. 

Now lollow : smite him now : thou art strong, but 
' >et 

, Th} king is stronger — mightier thew'ed than thou. 
Thou couldsl not slay him in fight. 


ALMACHCLDBS 


Thus. 


1 cannot slay him 
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ACTivJ^ 

I 

iOSAMY^D 

, Canst^thojf slay thy bride by fire? He dies, 
Orfhe dies, bound against the stake. His death 
^ere tJje easier Follow him : save her ; strike but 
once. 

almAthildes 

1 cannot. God requite thee this ! I will. • J^ExtL 

• 

• • 

ROSAMUND 

^ \ 

And I will see it. And, fa^ier, thou shiilt see. 

[Exti. 
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AjCT V 


The EanqueUng-Jmll 
Enter Albovine and Rosamund 

^ LBOVINE * 

This June makes babts ot men ; last night 1 deemed 
When thou hadst wisijed me peace as I passed forth 
A footfall pressed behind me soft and fast, 

And turning toward it I beheld nought : thee 
I saw , and Alm^^hiides hard at hand 
Turned back toward thee : nought stranger : yet my 
heart '• * 

Sprang, and sank back. I laughed against myself, 
That manhood should be girlish, when the heat 
Bums life half out'^vvithin us. Even thine eyes, 

Like stai s befbre the wind that brings the cloud, 

. Look fainter. Ere they fillkhc baiiqifct full 
And bid the guests about us where we sit, 

Tell me it aught be worse than well with thee. 


Nought. 


ROSAMUND 
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IlLBOV97B 

Wilt t||ou swear it, sweet ? 

ROS^lUND 

^ ^ By what thou wilt— 

By God and mAti — by hell and earti^and heaven. 

I knoV what ails th> lc>al hgart of love • 

And binds thy tdbgue for fear to bid me know. 

The cup wc«drank of wh%n we fPasted last 
Tastes bitftr on ii»yct. Thou wilt not bid me 
Pledge thcc thcicimagain ^ If I bid thee, 

Pledge me thou shalt - and seal thy pardon. 

% 

AL^OVINIt 

* Be not 

Too sweet lor womdti 

ROSAMUND 

Cross me Rot in this. 

f 

U BO\ INE 

Mine old fast friend Narsetes hath my word 
Plighted. AH funeral reverence <4iaH inter 
The royal relic, and all thought thercA^ith 
Of strife betwdtn thy taflier s child and me 
Or less than love and honoin 

ROSAMOND • 

Nay, iny lord, 

Let the dead thing live as a lifelong sign 
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» , ' 

Of perfect plight in love and ujikfon. This 
Were no dishonour donl to fatherhood 
But honour shown to wedlock. I'^ere is spread 
The feast, the bridc-fcast of my love and thine, 
Whereat the cup of death ^hall serve^our lips 
To drink loi getfulness of all bi^t love. 

Herein thou shall n'ot ^hwar^ me. 


ALBOVINE 

' ' God forbid. 

ROSAMOND , 

f 

God hath forbidden : and God shall be obeyed. 
Hid thy Nar solos play tho cup-bearer, 

And I will pour the wipe ; inv hand ^hall fill 
The sacramenti'^ draught of love that seals 
Our eucharist of wedlock.* ' 


ALBOVINF 

Yea, I know 

To drink with<thee is even to /»nnk with God. 
Thou art good as any God was ever. 


Kv^SAMUND 

^Vc know not till we die. 


, ALBOV INK 

1 hou art w^ise and true 
As ever maid was born of the I'ldworld north 
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4 n the oldworld yeatt^of legend. Bid Narsetes 
Bri^ thee the chalice : tho^ shall mix the draught 
Whence we i^ll d{ink life, if true love be life, 

EvA from the Hpless mouth of bone that speaks 
Death, 


ROj?AMtT)jt> 

I will iTjjx it well with honey and herb 
Sweet as thj mead our fathers c^ank, and dreamed 
Their godaiiSp drmik in heaven- -draughts deep and 
strong ^ 

As life is strong and dealhTis deep. I go 

To bid Narsetes hither [Axt/, 


ALBOVINB 
• • • 

Nay ^ by God, 

Whoever God be, never Christ or 'fhor 
Beheld or blessed a nobler wife, w^gse love 
Was fount through proof of purity by fire 
More like our northerif^stars and snow^ and suns, 
And sane in strong sufficiency of s 9 ul 
As womanhood by godhead from the womb 
Elected and exalted. 


J^f//er Narsetes 

NARSETES 

King, thy wife 

Hath given me back thy meshage given her. 



446 ROSAMUND »J[actv 

f 

AL|tOVlN£C 

e 

And thou hast given hei back my dap, then ? 

NARSrf'FhS 
- r . ' 

I have given it. ^holh^o give it if I were, 

Vc know : she knows as ihou : thou kViowest as she. 

' i 

ALIIOVINI 

What ails thee to distaste thy duly ? Man, 

Thou shouldst hi glad, being loyal KuovvlsI thou 
not 

Her will it was that wc should pledgj^ therein 
To-night, tins hour, oiu lifelonj^, love, and se.d it 
Moie suicly so flian piiesl oi piayer can seal''' 

N \RSFTrs 

Hot w'ill it was, 1 know, not thine. I would 
Thou h.idst not yielded up to hers th) w ill. 

^ AUIOVINF 

Thou hesl ; 1 have not yielded it : I ha\c given 
la)vo, willing as the springtide sea gtves up 
Hei'will to the eastern sca-wind s. 

NAR*iJrTES 

F.,ove should giv 

No mote than love should cr<i\e ot ]o\e * and this 
Is such a gift as hate might crave of death 
Or piicsts of God when angerod. 
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• Hark thee, man. 

Tho« art old, andVhen I loved thee first and found 
thee 

My lord and leafier down fbe ways of war, 

My master^born b/ri^ht of m^nfylness 
And steersman through fhe surf o^^^ttle, time 
Gaped as a gulf* between us :^sire and son « 

We liiight be : nf w I bid thee hold thy peace, 

Lest all these memories f^rish, mid their death 
Give life than theirs to wrath, and leave 

thee • 

Shelterless as a waif of iheiair when storm 
Drives bird and beast to ck^athward. What I bade 
thee • 

i ^id thee do, and leave me. 


NARSETE^ . 

King, 1 go. [Ex//, 

A&30V1NE 

What, have I played the Berserk with my friend ? 

So should not kings. What meant he ? Men wax 
old, • , 

And age eats out the natural sense of love 
Which gives the soul siglit of such nobler things 
As trust may see by grace of truth more fair 
Than doubt would fear to dream of. Rosamund 
Knows more by might of faith arul love than he*. 

^nd yet I would, and yet I would not, fool 
As even in mine own eyes 1 am, she had not 
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Given me this proof, desired oj Cne this sig;n, 

How clear her soul is tciward me save of love. 

To attest her pardon ot me. Wo\^d li were 
Sunrise to-morrow 1 

n 

jEn/er Almachildbs a/id ^'{ildbgard 

Whence come these, to bring 
Sunrise about me ^ NAy, I hade y(ju be 
Here. Does th> memory too not fail thjpe, boy, 
Burnt out by stress of summer ^ 

A1 MAl'lHLDES 

No. 

c» 

c • 

ALBOVINE 

Nor hers? 

f 

nil ObCARD 

s • 

How might it, king ? fhou art good to us. 


ALBOVINB 

All things bor 

good tojovers in their spring of love, 

And all men should be. Maiden, God doth well 
' To give us foresight of the sight ot heaven 
By looking in such eyes as love like thine 
Kindles and veils for love’., sake. Fam was I 
To see my boy’s biiie and her bnde^'ioom here 
Before the feast broke in on us, and bless 
Thcrr love w ith mine— If mi.^e be blessing. 
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• HILDEGARD 

Sire, 

A^the earth thanks iif spring for the April sun 
I ^l^buld and cannot yield you thanks for this. 

ALMACIilLDBS 

I cannot than|[ at all. \ cannot !|»ank 
God.* 

AUBOVINE* 

Art rnoTT mazed with love? For her thou 
canst not ^ 

Thank God ? What fevensh doubt of love or life 
Crazes or cramps thy spiru? 

^LMACJHILOES 

• I cannot say. 

My heart, if any heart be left in me, 

Is as it was not thankless : yet, mv kmL>^. 

I know nl5t how to thank thee. 

AI.BOVINE 

'JWiank me not : 

1 did not bid thee thank me. Lore thy love, 

And God be with you : so may God be found 
Thankworthieft Keep Some heart in thcc awhile 
For God’s and her sake. 


ALMACIIILOKJ 

All 1 may 1 will. 


VOL. V. 


G G 
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* ( » 

JRe-enier Rosamund, followed^ I<}arsbtes (Aid 
Ofuests 

ALBOVmS 

Sit, friends and warriors : Ihou, my toy, next me, 
And by my wife thy, bride. Thfe rt<ght, that leaves 
But two days morc^ for June to burn and live, 

Plights v^ith my queen’s troth mine in life and death 

This List one time for ever, in the cij9 

Whence none shall drink hcicafter. Not in scorn, 

Sirs, but in honour now the draugj?;l^i*' »*^,dgcd 

Between us, ere this relic stand enshrined 

And hallowed as a saint’s \n the altar. Queen, 

I drink to thee. / 

KOSVMl’ND 

i 

I thank, thee, , Good Narsetes, 

Give him the chalice. Women slain by fiie 
Thirst not as I ti# pledge thee, 

[J.y Ai BOVINE i\ about to take the cup^ 
iriLDES r/ACi aod him, 

\ 

ALBO\ INE 

Thou, my boy? 

ROSAMUND , 

I. But he hears not. Now, my warrior guests, 

I drink to the onward passage of his soul 
Death, Had my hand turned coward or played me 
false, 

This man that is my hand, and less than 1 
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And Icsr than he blcio^guiltyi this my death 
Had been tny huslban^’s : now he has left it me. 

• 3 I [Dwifc. 

HotuT’ innocent are all but he and I 
No time is mine to fell you* Truth shall tell. 

I pardon thee^ my husband : pardon me. 


’ nArsetfn 

• ^ % 

Let none make moan. This doom i<‘mone of man's. 


FRINTID nV • 
CPOmSVOODB AND CO. ITU, 

LONDON 









